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That’s YOU, elevated to the world’s 
best living by the proven brands of 
products that never let you down— 
and for a very down-to-earth reason: 
each manufacturer has to live up to 


THATS YO U the highest standard set by his com- 


petitors. His product has to be good 


U = TH —- ee ol to survive—it’s as simple as that. Sc 


if he changes it at all, you can be sure 





he’s aiming at something better. 


where the 


That’s why you can shop so confidently, 

livi ne's Loo d! so profitably, so easily, by buying prod- 
ucts with responsible names. Living 
on top of the world?— you bet! But 
you’re on ground as safe and sound as 
your own back yard. 


Easy to keep wp on what’s good: just 
read the ads in this magazine. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATED 
A NON-PROFIT EDUCATIONAL FOUNDATION 
37 WEST 57 STREET, NEW YORK 19, N. Y. 


WANT CONFIDENCE? PATRONIZE THE DEALER WHO PROVIDES YOUR FAVORITE BRANDS 








MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 





= A BiG STEADY INCOME 
‘i IMMEDIATELY! 


7 THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


to YES, os CAN BE A ca sag cago Le can —_ — 
respect of everyone you know elpin, ose who urgently n 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
od your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 

5 cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
bax full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
So ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like .. . infant cases, hos- 
re pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
y; and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
i- successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
at dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 
iS IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 
st STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students Mail Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson. 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
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Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 ---------------------- eee wncnnnnnne weewcecnnewccccnscsce 
to 60 days. ; , POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
" _ BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 17L105 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
N and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 


right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 
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“You'd have thought 
I gave her 


a mnillion dollars...” 








Betty was visiting my house, and asked 
borrow some sanitary protection. 
Well, of course, I brought out Tampax; 
oth mother and I use it. Turns out 
she'd been wavering for some time on a 


should-I-shouldn’t-I’ basis, and was 
eally pleased to have an excuse to try 
[ampax. She had a delighted look on 
her face the rest of the day...kept say- 
ng, ‘I can't believe it— it’s wonderful.’ 
Ever since she’s been almost embarrass- 
ngly grateful. You'd have thought I 
ented Tampax!” 
It’s nice co tell friends about Tampax 
out its easy dispensability—the way 
prevents odor from forming—and all 
other advantages of internal sanitary 
rotection. If you're meget about get- 
ting rid of belts, pins and bulky external 


ls, why not share your enthusiasm? 
As you know, Tampax is available at 
g and notion counters in 3 absorben- 
Regular, Super, Junior. Month's 
pply goes into purse. Tampax Incorpo- 
ed, Palmer, Mass. 





Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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howard tresses 
NATIONALLY FAMOUS FOR 
GLORIOUS HAIR STYLES and VALUES 













$25.95 ase, eure 919-95 95 #100; THE DARLING. The short feathered 

2010: STYLE OF ELEGANCE. Styled to glve Page Boy curls of below- an 6s eet ee 

you @ youthful look. Ribbon part. $25.95 — the-shoulder length.$18.95 x93, sitk natural part $30.95 
2011: Hand ventilated natural pe 1560: Natural silk part. 8102: Hand " ith French ‘ 

$24.95 part $80.00 








$24.95 
1425: POODLE CUT. Excitin, 
poodie cut vogue. $24.98 
1426: Natural silk part 
$29 









ORIGINAL howard STYLES TO 
FIT ALL OCCASIONS 














1427: Hand made with 
French drawn part $80. 






$12.95 


810: DARLING GLAMOUR. Lustrous curls 
to frame the face in short feather style 
oe $5 


811: Same effect as +810, only oe 


745: RIVIERA GLAMOUR . French ie 
look. Straight bang with soft side waves 
of real hair glamour $12.95 


MADE OF REAL IMPORTED HAIR 












































e 
ay Ss s 
x $12.50 $3.95 $4.95 
= 915: THE CROWN POODLE. nosey poodie |. 715: HOWARD CHIGNON. Made of our}630: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS. Simply 
z' ZF curls on net foundation. . $12.50 et imported “hair, on a plump wool} pin on. Has invisible nylon net ....$4.95 
- : 916: Same style, extra thick ........$14.50 | FOU ......sssessessesnnesnsnsseseesersersenesesetes $3.95] 629: As above, heavier ..................$7.50 
ss - 3 : ~~ Same style larger and thicker $5.75} 369: same style, with extra thick curts 
~~ 95 
$12.95 $12.95 $3.95 95 = — 
789: CIRCLET GLAMOUR. Excit- 530: LADY EVE. Covers head and 571: FEATHER CURLS. For that short 100: PONY TAIL. Soft-to-touch end curls. Attaches 
ing waves and curls $12.95 reaches below shoulders $12.95 look. Heavy, 7 inches wide ....$3.95 firmly and easily in your OWN Nair. .........ve $3.95 
791: Same as 2789, only extra thick 531: Same as 7530 only extra thick 572: Same as 571 only 12 inches 101: Extra thick $5.75 
$15.95 $15.95 wide $5.95 5.50 


660: BRAID: Lustrous thick 3 stem braids. my be > 
fashioned into a variety of styles. 20” long ....$5.50 
GEG: Extra thick Draid ...........ceccsensensseevereveesenee ‘97: 95 


150: $ BRAID. Made at our finest 
 einey at About 16” long. . $3.50 4 
151: Same styles—extra thick ‘and ‘plus $4.25 3 
” 152: Same style—extra thick—22” long ........ $4.95 ’ “ 


$4.5 
200: BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS. Made of crimpy hair. 
$4.56 





ONLY howard ORIGINAL STYLES CAN 
DO SO MUCH FOR YOU 


4 201: FEATHER PAGE BOY. Double row of 
lovely feather curls. 12” wide $5.50 

202: Extra Heavy version of #201. Triple 
weave $7.95 






$5.50 










75: Taped crimpy transformation. Crimpy 
hair, a full 18 inches wide and 16 inches 
tong paenahesuiaen ‘ 







76: Extra Heavy version . soee$7 50 





304: FRENCH BANG: Especially flattering to the high 
forehead. $2 








ORIGINAL ee eee Kes MAKE BIG MONEY — BE A howard AGENT! 
WRITE FOR FREE DETAILS TODAY! 






435: HALO BANGS. Short feathered 
effect around sides and back with 


short front bang 
$9.95 » $ 


$25: POODLE HALO. Cut short and 















4 seems go tresses apt a-42 rare 0317. 4. 125th St, NY. 2 27, ny. S 

















styled with back poodie curls for Please rush me the newest Howard ve PRINTED in the space below. It is 
boyish effect. Not a full wig. $9.95 > fully understood that | must be cambletely sallstied in every way, with everything. . 
- 4 or | can exchange it, or | can get my K in FULL within 10 days. Rush my 
order to name and address | have printed iin. aifor WIG SIZE. send Hat size.) 


















$8.50 
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205: FEATHER CURL HALO. Full 
feather curls ........... - $8.50 


206: Extra heavy. oe 


$9.95 
440: CHAMPAGNE HALO. Lus- 


trous full curls arougd sides and ‘ 
back with short front bang $9.95 
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(For light shades and mixed grays add $2.00 for Hair Pieces and $3.00 for Wiss.) 
(D Jet Black () Off Black [) Dark Brown [) Mixed Grays [] | enclose sample, match exactly. 
Please PRINT 






















ADDRESS or R.F.0 








cir ZONE. STATE. 

. Oo | enclose = _— of items ordered above. YOU PAY all postage and handling charges. 
10 0 pay postman on delivery FULL price plus postage. 

PRA WE MUST MAKE YOU LOVELIER TAC 
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COMPLEXION BY NADINOLA 


oak 06 a Plowen omd patal-noath 


Don’t give in to dark, dull skin! A 
lighter, brighter complexion can help 

ou become so much lovelier, so 
much more desirable. And it’s so 
easy — with NapINoLa Bleaching 
Cream! 

Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ng Cream will prove to you what 
nillions have long known about the 
clearing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NADINOLA today at your drug 
or toilet counter. See how it gives 
your skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
er appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
nasculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless, Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
75c and $1.25 








FOR DRY SKIN 
riginal, ever-famous 
la Bleaching Cream is Ss 
with fine cosmetic oils ™ Q J 


dryness. 75c and $1.10 


inine voices say, “‘What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!” 


NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NADINOLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NApINOLA right 
away! NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 
Just one jar of Nadinola 


will make your complexion 


lighter, brighter and lovelier. 








DEARLY 


DELVED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 


EAR Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 27 years old and have been 
married since Christmas. Since that time I 
have seen my husband only once because 
he lives in a different town. My family 
is against my marriage, now that they 
have found out that my husband’s back- 
ground is not too good. My mother wants 
me to forget about him and remain at 
home on my teaching job. 

When I first met my husband he seemed 
of good character but when he gets 
around my family, he seems out of place. 
He has given me nice things since our 
marriage but sometimes he feels lost when 
he is with me and tells me that my people 
don’t like him. 

My mother actually hurried me _ into 
marriage because all my friends were 
marrying and she didn’t want me to be 
left out. Now she does not like my hus- 
band and says he is not my “type.” What 
must I do? I do love him some. Should 
I take my mother’s advice and stay home 
with her or go where my husband is and 
try for a better future? EB. &. &. 


Dear E. E. R.: 

When you took the marriage vows, 
there should have been no doubt in your 
mind that you were pledging yourself to 
your husband and not your mother. Con- 
sequently, you must act accordingly and 
think of yourself, first, as your husband’s 
wife and then, secondly, as your mother’s 
daughter. Go to your husband and give 
him a fair chance to prove his worth to 
you as well as to your family. After 27 
years it is about time that your mother 
relinquished her hold onto you. Think 
for yourself! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been married now for four and a 
half months. I love my husband and show 
it by trying to please him in everything | 
do. He says that he loves me but he 
hardly ever shows it. Our moments to- 
gether are very rare as a result of the 
hours we work. There are times when 
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I would like to be alone with him but he 
gives me the impression that he prefers 
the company of “the boys” to mine. 

I am 20 years old and he is 16 years 
my senior. He was very attentive to me 
before our marriage, but now do you sup- 
pose he is tired and used to me already 
in so short a time? Should I use other 
tactics to win his attention again or 
should I just act naturally and hope that 
he wakes up to the fact that he is mak- 
ing me miserable? I really can’t take 
much more and I do want our marriage 
to last. Mrs. Carolyn B. 


Dear Mrs. B.: 

Stop worrying about recapturing your 
husband’s love—you already have it. Real- 
ize that your honeymoon days of idyllic 
bliss are over and that after four months 
your husband is acting like a husband 
instead of the dashing Don Juan of court- 
ship days. 

Such a “settling down” process is 
necessary for a stable marriage for no 
man or woman could live for long on the 
rosy clouds of an early marriage and 
make it a lasting success. The thing for 
you to do is to believe that your husband 
loves you and is showing it in the best 
way possible, by taking good care of you. 
If you would like to spend more time 
with him and if it is not vitally necessary 
that you work, then let your husband be 
the sole breadwinner of the family. Then 


you can spend your time being a wife 
instead of a career girl who expects the 
undivided attentions of a working man. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been married four years and was 
away from my wife only nine months while 
I was in the Army. We have four children 
but on my return home I found my wife 
pregnant by some other man. We had 
started to buy our own home and were 
happy before I left. Right now I can’t see 
myself going back to her and being 
shamed by my friends and _ neighbors. 
What would you suggest? 

A. Smyth 
Dear Mr. Smyth: 

It will take a good man to go back and 
face the taunting criticisms of neighbors 
and friends, but I think it will be worth 
it to your other four children. Forgive your 
wife if you can, though I know it will be 
very difficult. However it is your children 
who need you now more than ever. If only 
for their sake, I would return home. It 
won't be easy and at times you will be 
ready to give it all up, but at least give 
your wife a chance to prove her worth 
again. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a married woman in my early 
thirties. My college love and I have 
started seeing each other again after ten 
years and it seems as if a new life has 
taken hold. He has everything I want 


in a man... . looks, intelligence, finance 
and confidence in me. 

All this is lacking in my present mar- 
riage except finance. My husband’s con- 
stant nagging and domineering attitude 
keep me guessing and nervous as to what 
he will do next. He is twenty years my 
senior and I never feel free to associate 
with my own age level. I had a close girl 
friend but he continually made catty re- 
marks about food bills, etc., when she was 
around, so she stopped visiting me. 

Bill and I think alike and the same 
things appeal to us both. He is four years 
older than I, but he told me he would 
never marry as long as I lived. I feel that 
with my teaching job and his position we 
could really be happy working together to 
make a peaceful life. His father has willed 
him a nice comfortable home and I have 
some furniture of my own. Please let me 
know whether you think it best that I di- 
vorce my present husband and marry Bill. 

M. Stokes. 


Dear M. Stokes: 

Don’t let your old college chum dazzle 
you with his age and apparent material 
wealth. It could be that he is a charming 
Casanova with no intention to marry any- 
one. His fervent declaration not to marry 
unless he married you sounds a bit silly 
coming from a mature man. Before you 
contemplate divorce, I would look care- 
fully at all the angles. 
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NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


Tested by decters 
Trusted by women 


rer protection for your most in 





/ docrors... prove 


effeetive than anything it 
deodorant—they eliminate 


Mail this coupon today 


, 





< 
i 
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1. Ant wept ic (Protective, germicidal action) 

Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases its antiseptic and germicidal ingredients 
right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at body 
temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 
Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 


had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
(rather than cover up) embarrassing 


odors, yet have no “‘medicine”’ or “disinfectant” odor themselves. 


3. Conventent (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. They’re 
greaseless and they keep in any climate: Your druggist has them 

in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


yt mail this coupon to: Dept. T-510 
lorwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
plain envelope. 


Name. 





Ge d Street. 


(presse print) 





A NORWICH PRODUCT City Zone State. 











CW if thing GHTER 
LIGHTER. OT KIN 


nmask a lovelier you... be- 
vitch him with a beautiful com- 
plexion. Start using Black and 
Vhite Bleaching Cream as di- 
ected and watch your dull, dark, 
lrab-looking skin take on a new 
ghter, brighter, smoother, softer 
0k. Its bleaching action works 
ffectively inside your skin. 
Viodern science knows of no 
faster way of lightening skin. 


















re is < Get Black 
ye \\ and White 
# Fparusione we i, | Bleaching 
FE . Cream 
i BLEACHING CREAM | \ at alf drug 
i SEI counters. 
View SS 39¢, 65¢ 
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LACK 4x> WHITE 
BLEACHING CREAM 
MINOR CUTS e 
Heal | sein varitavions.. 
BURNS PETROLEUM ee 
OROLINE, 
LADIES! Have New 
INDEPENDENCE! 
EY! Be own boss! Sell Nationally Advertised 
Aid for Hair and Scalp to neighbors, 
Kit complete with Long-Aid hair prepa- 
is, cosmetics, everyday household needs. 
FREE samples and beauty book. Long- 
i, Box 2026, Dept. AT-1, Memphis, Tenn. 
7 Jewel 
Wristwatch 


Hel IG A Soothing Dressing - 
7S | sruises « CHAFE e 
NATURE'S Besy 
EASY WAY TO MAKE YOUR OWN MON- 
iends Make big profits; repeat sales! Sell- 
perience needed. Write for complete de- 
A 
It’s Yours— 
With Every Bridal Set 





ON COMBINATION OFFER 


or within one year. Admiration Bridal Set is beautiful 
PLATE set with flashing simulated diamonds. The Engage 
Rings match perfectly. Both these beautiful rings NOW 
wri teh fer a total cost of only $13.95 pilus tax. 
LAN. FU SEN NO 







00 later (anytime within 
w Ladies’ or Man's watch and be sure 
on Approval Money Back Guarantee. RUSH 


NTINENTAL JEWELRY CO., Dept. W-994,8EL0IT, Wis. 
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ERTAIN PEOPLE are talking about 

... and looking for . . . the pop of 

a top ranking pugilist. Pop’s principal 
occupation was banking the digits, that 
is until he made himself ‘scarce’ before 
a big pay-off. Pop is now hiding out on 
a recently purchased $30,000 chicken 
farm down in Virginny. 

The Theresa Hotel’s new 
menu idea in the Coffee Shop 
has just lost them another cus- 
tomer. Big feature is a sand- ' 
wich list which dedicates vari- 
ous snacks to well known folks 
like Sammy Davis, Jr., Cab 
Calloway, Jackie Robinson, 
Joe Louis, Lena Horne, Doro- 
thy Dandridge, etc. Manton 
Moreland won’t go 
there again after find- 
ing out he wasn’t on 
the menu. 

At the time the famous band- 
leader’s wife was impressing 
upon friends how quietly and 
without fanfare or notoriety 
she sprinkled his former femme 
vocalist with Scotch and soda in 
a famous bop joint, she had no 
idea the neat little maneuver 
would cost $25,000. That’s the 
price tag on the resulting law- 





yee 


suit. 

Big Jay McNeely, the 
rock ’n roll sax man, 
who rolls on his back 
or even stands on his 
head while blowing his 
horn, was asked by the 
management of an 
Atlantic City joint to 
“cool it” awhile. The 
cats were about to tear 
his house down. 

One young man who believes 
in preparing himself for the big 
break is New York disc jockey 
Phil (Your very own “Trash”’) 
Gordon. Phil took himself a 
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By Margo Hughes 
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course in modern interpretive dance un- 
der Pearl Primus so that if and when he 
gets his chance at a TV show he'll do 
his own choreography. 

After taking the night off to see one 
of the season’s hit shows, the “Rev” Carl 
Davis, blues shooting comedian from 
out Chicago way, got the message 
why its star folk singer was such a fre- 
quent visitor to Brooklyn’s Baby Grand. 

The fabulous Josephine 

Baker is back with plans to 

tour the nation’s theatres. The 

ex-St. Louis showgirl has a 

two-year visa and a work per- 

mit to prove she hasn’t been 
barred from the States. She’s 
also armed with several trunk 

























Sammy Jennings and Mary Bruce 
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Josephine Baker 





loads of new scenery designed 

for this little junket and flown 

over to her by the famous 

French designer, Dior. 

The queen of the blues Dinah Wash- 
ington is really getting carried away. It 
might have started as a gag but it’s for 
real now. Advertising billboards an- 
nounce: “The Queen is on the Scene” 
wherever the Dinah plays. 

“The Bruce,” wildest rock’n 
roll deejay on the East Coast, 
has a new love interest, but 
he’s afraid to call her name. 
Titus Turner is still getting a bang out 

of wearing the outfit on stage that caused 
him to get arrested on Harlem’s 125th 
Street while cooling between shows at 
the Apollo . . . Bermuda shorts, sport 


shirt, suede shoes, cap, and walking 
socks to match. 


Mantan Moreland 


All four of The Four Fellows were 
prize fighters at one time. Singing 
the blues over ring setbacks gave 
them the big idea of getting together 
as a vocal foursome. 

Look for a recording of the hit song 
“Unchained Melody” by master balladeer 
Harry Belafonte. He says the tune is a 
folk song, originally chanted by prison in- 
mates. Singer Fay “Shake A Hand” Adams 
and her husband work together in creating 
the original songs she sings. 

The Drifters quartet walked off 
with Cash Box Magazine honors just 
as lead man Clyde McPhatter decided 
to go off on his own as a single re- 
cording star. Although he’s in the 
Army, records cut during off-duty 
time are currently being released. 
The Eldorados are hoping to sell enough 

of their records so they can each ride in 
one . . . wonder if the Cadillacs have the 





(Continued on Page 79) 
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Germs are the major cause of bad breath 
and no tooth paste kills germs like 
Listerine—instantly—by millions! 


Far and away the most common cause of 
bad breath is germs. You see, germs cause 
fermentation of proteins, which are always 
present in the mouth. Research shows that 
your breath stays sweeter longer, the more 
you reduce germs in the mouth. That’s why 
Listerine stops bad breath four times better 
than any tooth paste. 


Listerine Antiseptic Kills Germs 
by Millions 


Listerine Antiseptic kills germs by millions 
on contact. Test after test has shown that 
even fifteen minutes after gargling with 
Listerine Antiseptic, germs on tooth, mouth, 
and throat surfaces were reduced up to 96.7%; 
one hour afterward, as much as 80%. 


No Tooth Paste Kills Germs 
Like This . . . Instantly 


No tooth paste gives you the proven Listerine 
Antiseptic method — banishing bad breath 
with super-efficient germ-killing action. As a 
result, Listerine stops bad breath instantly, 
usually for hours on end. 


LISTERINE 


.-» THE MOST WIDELY USED ANTISEPTIC IN THE WORLD 








Wins with 


Young Homemaker Tells How She Obtained 


The EXTRA MONEY That Brought A Better Way 
* Life to ee and Family! 











“When we needed extra money I tried 
co think of something I could do without 
neglecting my noes f I didn’t want to 
give up the personal care and attention 
I felt my husband and children needed, 
as I'd have to do in any ordinary job. I 
found the perfect solution to my money 
problem the day I answered a Lucky 
Heart ad for Representatives!’ 





“You see, Lucky Heart cipibiaie are 
so fine it really makes me proud to be a 
representative for them! There are excit- 
ing perfumes, some imported from 
France; glamorous cosmetics in correct 
shades and wonderfully effective hair 
care products. And all the Lucky Heart 
Cosmetics are so beautifully packaged 
they sell themselves on sight!” 


FREE 







Fas beautiful, fully 
uipped Display Case 


FREE—sent the day you 
accept our offer. 


NAME 


DISPLAY CASE OFFER! 


a YOURS absolutely 





“Although I had no selling experi- 
ence, the Lucky Heart People showed 
me just how to get started. As a wel- 
comed and respected Lucky Heart Repre- 
sentative, I just made friendly calls, and 
took orders for all the exclusive quality 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics my friends, 
neighbors and relatives need and use in 
their homes every day!”’ 





“I made $60 in my first spare hours. 


Soon I had a group of regular customers 
who often call me and give me good- 
size orders. Now I make enough money 
to enable my family and me to enjoy a 
Better’ Way of Life!” Take a tip from 
Sylvia Simpson! ACT NOW. Mail the 
coupon below for full facts and Lucky 
Heart’s FREE Display Case Offer! 

LUCKY HEART, DEPT. 2-K, MEMPHIS 2, TENN. 


COSMETICS 


MEMPHIS 2, TENNESSEE 


Lucky Heart, Dept. 2-K, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
Yes, I want to make the Extra Money to asian a Better 
Way of Life to my family and myself li 

Simpson did. Rush me complete information and 
Free Display Case Offer. 


e Sylvia 





ADDRESS. 








CITY. 


STATE 











Poetry 


NIGHTS OUT 


Smoky evenings in crowded gin 
mills 

Where bands play the blues 

Conjure visions of an orderly life 

In a new city. 


Shield a store of empty thrills 
With an obsession for shiny shoes 
Blame fate for all emotional strife 
Try self pity. 


Trumpets aimed at the sky 

Blow shipwrecked dreams ashore 
Then an icy wind across the face 
From high above 


Says find a quiet corner and cry 
Far from the barroom door 
What more strange and unlikely 
place 
To look for love. 
—Penny Wright 


LOVE’S DISTRACTIONS 


Typewriter keys 

Strike melodies 

That only I can hear, 

His cheery whistle in the lane, 
His footsteps drawing near. 


Wherever I look 

A little toy brook 

Steals dreaming back to me, 
And winds itself around my heart 
Then shimmering out to sea. 


A little toy bridge 

So old, so frail 

It scarce can hold a dream, 

Fond reaches like a friendly arm 
Across the moonlit stream. 


And all day long 

A little toy song 

Keeps tinkling in my heart, 

To while away the long, long hours 

That keep us sad apart. 
—Maurice J. Ronayne 











"? 


gin 


life 


eS 


ife 


re 
ice 


ht 











Of Love 


REPROOF 


What do you mean 
By making Monday 
Wear a halo 

Just like Sunday— 


Giving the moon 
That Indian sign 

So only you 

Can make it shine— 


Cluttering up 

My nicest dreams 
And all my candle’s 
Twilight gleams 


With bits of longing 

From stop to start. . . . 

I wish you'd look 

What you’ve done to my heart! 
—Gladys Martin 


LOVE IN RETROSPECT 


The Muse of Love has spoken true 
And said that we must part; 
Come let me have one kiss from 
you, 
Then give me back my heart. 


We had a dream—but that was all 
That lit the purple night; 

We had a scheme that had to fall 
When hearts had taken flight. 


But from the touch of yesteryear, 
A memory made of pearl 
Has drifted down and joined the 
tear 
That hangs above my world. 
—Herschel M. Stegar 


SAY YOU WOULDN’T! 
If I were a little kitten, 
I'd know just what to do; 
I'd follow you ’round 
Till you picked me up 
And cuddled me close to you. 


But you’re more like a kitten, 

So soft, so cute, so gee! 

Would you mind too much 

If I picked you up 

And cuddled you close to me? 
—Maurice J. Ronayne 


Blue Mist STICK COLOGNE 


fragrance, bold yet bashfi 

frozen into a magical, easy- 
to-carry stick form, Refresh- 
ing, relaxing. $1.00* 


Blue Mist CREAM SACHET 


of your body brings out the 
full fragrance as it clings for 
hours and hours. 






The New Air of 
radiant loveliness 


fueMe.. 


LUCKY HEART 


No matter your age, no matter your type, 

a new look and feeling of radiant 

loveliness awaits you with the use of 

Blue Mist Fragrances by Lucky Heagt. 

The added charm and loveliness available 
from these elegant packages tells those 
around you how lovely you are... 

causes people to take notice of lovely you . . . 
surrounds you with an enchanting, haunting 
fragrance women will secretly envy and 

men will long remember. For a new adventure 
in beauty, charm and popularity, take 
advantage of the secret of Radiant Loveliness— 
Blue Mist fragrances by Lucky Heart. 

It will prove to be a rich and 

rewarding experience. 

LUCKY HEART, MEMPHIS 2, TENNESSEE 
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Blue Mist LOTION 
Brings fragrant new skin 
beauty to you! A new built- 
in beauty protection oil 
keeps skin soft, moist and 
dewy-fresh ...and so much 
younger looking. $1.00* 





















An enchanting, copes 
, 





A smart new way to pert- 
fume the skin. The warmth 


$1.00* 















new, 


her when she calls! 











*plus tax 











1H 


Only your neighborhood * Bas ont 
Lucky Heart Representative pig NF oa 
can bring you the exclusive Cc OSM E TICS 


Blue Mist fragrances. MEMPHIS 2, TENNESSEE 
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CHARLIE PARKER 


| did so enjoy “Was Charlie Parker A Mad- 
man Or Genius?” (July 55). When I visited 
Birdland he was playing there and I enjoyed 
his music tremendously. I was quite shocked 
when | heard of his death. Since hearing him 
in person, I’d become quite an avid fan of his. 
Thank you for publishing his story. 
Joyce B. Roland 
Chicago, Tl. 


TAN TALK 


Congratulations on your “new” and “im- 
proved” TAN. I think it tops all the maga- 
zines in the romance category. I feel very 
proud each month when I pass the newsstands 
and see the beautiful covers on display, and 
doubly proud when I purchase one and read 
all the interesting articles. 

Best wishes for continued success. 

Mary K. Smith 
Chicago, Tl. 


POOR ZETTA SUE 


[ read your magazine most every month 
and please allow me to say, “It’s the gonest.” 
Words could never express how I felt when I 
read, “Letter To Leonard.” I couldn’t help but 
ery and I wish there was some way I could 
help poor Zetta Sue. I certainly hope that 
Leonard was man enough to at least write to 
her. I wonder how he could be so cruel. I 
hope God will bless Zetta Sue and help her 
find herself a nice, truthful guy. 

Ethel Covington 
Newark, N. J. 


| read TAN for the first time the other day 
and wanted to write and congratulate you on 
your wonderful magazine. “Gambler’s Choice” 
und “My Wife Was A Call Girl” were both 
thrilling and exciting. Love hides many faults 
is explained in the latter story. More of our 
girls and boys should read TAN. I shall al- 
ways find TAN now that I’ve read a copy, and 
when the year is out, I plan to become a 
monthly subscriber. 
Mrs. Cora L. Johnson 
Coatopa, Ala. 


Your magazine is one of the most splendid 
books on the newsstands and is tops with me. 
| especially enjoyed the feature by Clara 
Ward, “For This I’m Most Thankful,” June, 
1955 issue. She is my favorite gospel singer 
und I’m always thrilled when I run across an 
irticle about her. 

A. Green 
East Meadows, L. I., N. Y. 
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I enjoyed reading the July issue of TAN. 
All the stories were interesting. | noticed too, 
that the Pen Pal column is going over with a 
“bang.” That’s great, as there’re many lonely 
people who enjoy writing and receiving letters. 
Miss S. M. Rogers 

St. Louis, Mo. 


I’m a G.I. stationed in Korea and really en- 
joy reading your magazine. All the articles 
and features are terrific. Each month [| look 
forward to receiving a copy, and usually with- 
in a week’s time it has become so frayed from 
passing it on from buddy to buddy. Continue 
the splendid job you're doing. 
Pfc. Tilton C. King 


San Francisco, Calif. 


I just finished reading your June issue of 
TAN. I think it’s great and I enjoy it ever so 
much. 

I enjoy reading the Pen Pal column and 
Letters To The Editor. I think your stories are 
wonderful, too. 

I would like to suggest having a section in 
your magazine that has the addresses of such 
stars as Pearl Bailey, Louis Bellson, Duke 
Ellington and some of the other stars, as I’m 
sure your readers would like to know how to 
get in touch with their favorite stars 

Clara Lucas 
Berkeley, Calif. 


I have just finished reading the latest issue 
of your magazine and I must say that I dig 
your articles the “most.” I’m stationed at an 
Air Base in northern Maine and things can 
get rather dull here at times, not many hap- 
penings at all. I am an ardent music fan and 
I really enjoy everything you print concerning 
our modern day musicians, singers and instru- 
mentalists. I certainly enjoyed the article 
some issues back about Dr. Daddy-O, the disc 
jockey. I’ve heard many of his broadcasts and 
T have visited New Orleans several times. | 
find it most fascinating. 

A/3c Arthur L. Simms 
Presque Isle, Maine 


I have been a constant reader of TAN for 
the past few years. In Quebec we have a hard 
time getting it, but I would walk miles to get 
it. “I Married A Japanese” was terrific. He 
did the right thing by marrying her and taking 
her to his home since they loved each other so. 

Too bad TAN doesn’t come out each week. 
But keep the wonderful stories coming each 
month, as I am always anxiously checking the 
newsstands to get my new copy. 

Audrey Gauvin 
Quebec, City, P.Q. (4) 
Canada 


“CALL GIRL” 


I was particularly impressed with the story 
in the July issue of TAN, “My Wife Was A 
Call Girl.” I enjoyed it very much and hope 
that you continue to publish such interesting, 
realistic stories. 

Junior Harris 
Pembroke East, Bermuda 


ROMANCE WITH MINNIE 


I think TAN is the “most” and wish it were 
published once a week instead of once a month. 
I just finished reading the June issue and was 
quite impressed with the story, “My Romance 
With Minnie Minoso.” I certainly feel for the 
girl with his baby. I honestly feel that Bar- 
bara loved Minnie—why else would she have 
given him so many chances? 
James L. Jones 

Atlanta, Ga. 


PERFECT DOMINOES 


| have just started reading the June TAN, 
but was so impressed with “Why Teen-agers 
Chase Entertainers,” that I thought I’d better 
get this little note off to you. I quite’ agree 
with “Charlene” all the way, and especially in 
what she said about the Dominoes. They are 
my idea of a “perfect” group. 
[ truly think that TAN is the greatest mag 
out. Keep up the good work! 
Mary Robertson 
Baltimore, Md. 


FAITHFUL MAN 


In the June issue of TAN, there appeared a 
story entitled “Can A Man Be Faithful?” It 
was quite interesting. I definitely agree with 
Chi Chi, that if you have the right woman be- 
side you, there is little or no danger of you 
straying. Yes, a man can be faithful! ‘ 

A. G. 


San Francisco, Calif. 


I enjoy the stories that appear in TAN and 
find your Pen Pal column most interesting. I 
now wish to make a complaint which I do not 
mean is against YOU but merely to see if you 
cannot take some steps to remedy a most de- 
plorable situation. 

In your Pen Pal column are names cf those 
who wish others to write to them and in many 
cases they state they will reply to all mail re- 
ceived. | have written to many and they have 
not had the common courtesy to reply saying 
they are not interested in correspondence with 
this writer. I think it so little when one takes 
the time and spends postage writing, merely to 
sit for days and weeks and even months with- 
out hearing from one of those who wished to 
have correspondents. 

I know that you cannot be held responsible 
for their not writing, but you should compel 
all who wish to be included in the Pen Pal 
column to give their age and other information 
in order that one could know at least if such 
person is within their own age bracket. 

In this last issue of July, I wrote to a cer- 
tain party listed as wishing friends and lo and 
behold, today the letter was returned with 
“moved, left no address.” 

It is not so much the matter of postage 
wasted altho that is an item with which to 
reckon also, but to spend my time in writing 
without getting replies is most discouraging, to 
say the least. | am wondering if all those are 
not merely seeking some sort of publicity and 
as | do not wish such, I am not signing my 
name to this. 





San Francisco, Calif. 
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By Gerri Major 


EAR GERRI: 

Maybe I’m getting finicky in my 
old age (I am a grandfather), but I am 
genuinely annoyed by the lack of table 
manners displayed by women and men 
who are supposed to represent “the best” 
in our society. I eat nightly in a popular 
restaurant and see more “finger” eating 
than at a picnic. What foods may be 
eaten with the fingers—surely not drip- 
ping vegetables, greasy meats and gooey 
desserts. 

Tom Harding, N.Y.C. 
Dear Tom: 

While there is no arbitrary, hard and 
fast rule of etiquette about eating with 
your fingers, you are absolutely right in 
thinking greasy, sticky, juicy foods are 
taboo. A good general rule is: dry 
foods may be eaten with the fingers— 
bacon that is so crisp it breaks into frag- 
ments when using a fork; bread, toast, 
muffins, biscuits, after they have been 
broken into bite size or moderate size 
pieces; canapes when served with cock- 
tails before dinner (at the table they are 
eaten with knife and fork); olives; 
ordinary sandwiches (club sandwiches, 
Dagwoods and submarines) should be 
cut into manageable portions before at- 
tack with the fingers; lobsters, crabs, 
cherries, plums and grapes; cookies 
and pettifores. 

Only two vegetables are eaten with the 
fingers, artichokes and corn on the cob. 
You remove a leaf at a time from the 
artichokes and dip the edible end in the 

(Continued on Page 82) 






Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can gag 
do more for your hair than you’ve ever Ydefioy 
dreamed of . . . gives gray hair youthful Larieuse 
new color ... gives drab hair glowing 
new color . . . leaves your hair soft, 
shining . . . this very day! 

Get Godefroy’s Larieuse at your favorite 
cosmetic counter now—the famous 

brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 

In 18 flattering shades 












































ae Shampoo hair thoroughly. , os Apply Godefroy’s Larie- 3. After color has devel- 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's use with handy applicator in- oped, shampoo hoir again, 


Larieuse as directed. cluded in package. set in your favorite style. 








jG ODEFROY MFG. CO. e 35310 OLIVE e S$T. LOUIS 3, mo. 
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I am a Negro G.I. stationed in England. I’m 
22 years of age, 5’9” tall, weigh 158 lbs. and 
have light brown complexion. I have a high 
school education, and hold several military 
school credits. 

[ like traveling, photography, reading, fish- 
ing, eating foreign dishes, etc. I have been in 
38 of the 48 states and 6 foreign countries. 
Would like to receive mail from girls 18 to 22 
years of age, preferably living in New York, 
St. Louis, Salt Lake City and San Francisco 
since | will be traveling that way in December 
to be discharged. All mail will be accepted 


and answered. 
Cpl. C. E. Brewer 
RA 2677 
Co. B, 804th E.A.B. (USAF) 
APO 167 
New York, N. Y. 


| would like to get married! I am a girl 
from Germany and have a little boy. I need a 
good daddy for my baby and a good husband 
for myself. I am 31 years old and at present 


I am living in Munich. 
Ruth Wagner 


Munich 13 
Sudetendeutschestr 21 
Bayern, Germany 


| would like to have Pen Pals, both male and 

female. I’m 18 years of age, 55”, dark brown 

eyes, brown complexion, black hair (cut shoul- 

der length) and weigh 115 pounds. I like to 
dance, swim, tennis and writing. 

R. Tripplett 

50 South Hooper 

Freeport, Ill. 


I’m a schoolteacher, age 24. I am interested 
in acquiring Pen Pals. Will answer all letters 
r€ ceived. 

Alicia Parchment 
Calle 15 

Puerto Cortes 
Hondums 
Central America 


| would like to correspond with some girls 
anywhere in the U. S. I will answer all letters 
and exchange photos, if requested. I’m 19 and 


a G.I. in Korea. 
Pfc Tilton C. King 
RA 14536967 APO 971 
97th Engr. Co. (Depot) 
San Francisco, Calif. 


I would like very much to correspond with 
some nice young man from the West Indies or 
in the service. I would like to write someone 
between the ages of 20 and 26. I will answer 
all mail received. 

Miss S. M. Rogers 
4119 Enright Avenue 
St. Louis, Missouri 


| would like very much to be included in 

your new Pen Pal section. I’m 19 years old 

and have attended college and am very fond 
of music and sports. 

A/3c Arthur L. Sims 

528th A.B. Sqdn. Box No. 50 

Presque Isle A.F.B. 

Presque Isle, Maine 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I am 28 years of age, height 5’11”, weigh 178 
Ibs, complexion light brown, contractor and 
builder by occupation. My hobbies are 
cricket, football, photography, movies, camp- 
ing, motor car and cycle racing. I would ap- 
preciate hearing from people everywhere. 

T. O. Kirven 

1A Portland Road 
Windward Road P. O. 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am interested in Pen Pals in the British 
West Indies, Italy, Spain, Germany, in any for- 
eign country—male or female. I am 24 and 
married. I enjoy baseball and sports in gen- 
eral. My favorite pastime is writing, so I am 
waiting to hear from my foreign friends. 

Mattie L. Redden 
53 Somerset Rd., East 
Amityville L. I., N. Y. 


I would like to have both male and female 
Pen Pals, especially those living in foreign 
countries. I am 18 years old. 

Bettye J. Moore 
Route 3, Box 406-A 
Montgomery 7, Ala. 


I’m an old reader of TAN and I must say 
that since this book started, it sure has gotten 
to be a great piece of reading material. Now 
the Pen Pal section is a great idea. I wrote 12 
addresses from May and June issues. 

I’m a veteran with 14 years of service. I’m 
39 years old, 5’6” tall, weigh 214 lIbs., com- 
plexion brown, good health. Girls, please 


write this lonely veteran! 
Raymond M. White 


429 W. Court Beecher Terr 
Louisville 3, Ky. 


I’m 17 years old and enjoy writing to people 
from other cities. I would like to correspond 
with both male and female and will answer all 
mail received. My address is: 

Frances Crawford 
15 Jenkins St., Apt. 940 
Atlanta, Ga. 


I am a reader of your magazine and think 
that it is the greatest of all. The Pen Pal idea 
is wonderful. I’m _ particularly interested 
in corresponding with a young lady between 
the ages of 18 and 25. I am 24, 5’8” tall and 
weigh 167 lbs. I will answer all letters received. 

Robert E. Stewart, Jr. 
3550 Fornum 
Inkster, Mich. 


I would like to have a Pen Pal in the States. 

I would like to write to girls from 17 to 20 
years old. 

Pfc. Ottoway Hancock 

1457400 

8th Tank Bn. “A” Co. 

Camp LeJeune, N. C. 


I have created the interest of knowing much 
about your country and its people. Please list 
my name as one who wants Pen Pals from the 
U.S.A. and other countries. 

Winston Lawrence 
124 Duke Street 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I'm a Negro girl 15 years old and attend 
Washington Irving High School. I would like 
very much to receive mail from boys and girls 
between the ages of 16 and 18. Will answer 
all mail received. 

Bettie Henry 
1177 West 13th St. 
Des Moines, Iowa 


I'm interested in corresponding with boys 
and girls all over the world who are literary 


inclined. 
Howard Brown 


1432 Fremont Street 
Des Moines 16, lowa 


I would like to spend my spare time corre- 
sponding with some nice people. I’m 18 years 
old, 5’5” tall and weigh 126 lbs. 

Josephine M. Johnson 
1400 Woodland No. 102 
Kansas City, Mo. 


We are in need of Pen Pals and would 
therefore be thankful if you would publish our 
names in your magazine. We promise to reply 
to all letters received. 

Frank C. Lashley—Age 18% 
No. 45 Jogie Road 

San Juan, Trinidad, B.W.I. 
Elizabeth A. Ottley—Age 16 
No. 5 Seventh Avenue 
Barataria, Trinidad, B.W.I. 
Louis Macc Best—Age 18 
No. 45 Jogie Road 

San Juan, Trinidad, B.W.L. 


I’m a young man 30 years old, 5’5” tall and 
weigh 155 pounds. I am interested in friendly 
correspondence with people around the world. 
I’m interested in European refugees and immi- 
grants from Germany not over 30 years old. 

My hobbies are boxing, wrestling and body 
building. I would like the tom-boy kind of girl 
who would like these sports with me. I’m a 
Protestant (Methodist). I do not smoke or 
drink, except beer, and I am considered a 
friendly sort of guy. 

Ellsworth Jackson 
4800 Benning Road, S.E. 
Washington 19, D.C. 

I am a Jamaican woman age 50 who would 
like to correspond with a Christian man be- 
tween the ages of 50 and 60. I will answer all 
letters immediately. 

Maude Clarke 


12 Lessant Road 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.1. 


I would like to have Pen Pals, both men and 
women from 24 upwards. My interests are, 
dancing, music, sea bathing, travel and stamp 


collecting. Rosalie H 
osalie Heart 

1 Hussey Avenue 

Spanish Town 

Jamaica, B.W.1. 


I would like to receive mail from men who 
have served in the famed 24th Inf. Regt. Com- 
bat Battalion, especially men of “K” Company. 

Robert Bond 
1104 Chapel Street 
Norfolk, Va. 





ake 


the 


attend 
ld like 
id girls 
answer 


» Henry 
13th St. 
s, lowa 
h_ boys 
literary 


| Brown 
t Street 
6, lowa 


» corre- 
8 years 


johnson 
No. 102 
ity, Mo. 

would 
lish our 
‘0 reply 


ge 18% 
ie Road 
, B.W.I. 
-Age 16 
Avenue 
, BWI. 
-Age 18 
ie Road 
, BW. 
fall and 
friendly 
- world. 
d immi- 
old. 
id body 
| of girl 
I'm a 
1oke or 


lered a 


Jackson 
ad, S.E. 
19, D.C. 


» would 
nan be- 
swer all 


» Clarke 
nt Road 
, BWI. 


nen and 
sts are, 
1 stamp 


ie Heart 
Avenue 
h Town 
, BW. 
en who 
a Com- 
ym pany. 
rt Bond 
| Street 
olk, Va. 








By 


James Goodrich 


Fl TATUM is the performer in what 
amounts to the most extensive works 
in jazz piano ever recorded. A five-vol- 
ume set of Tatum-at-large, pressed for 
Clef with five 12-inch LP’s to a volume, 
the works allow the greatest 88’er of 
them all to exhibit his dazzling skill, 
technique and fingering on the keyboard 
in a setting without any normal restric- 
tions. 

No limits were placed on time for the 
recordings and Tatum was cast alone, 
to make sure he would have all the free- 
dom of expression possible. In the past, 
he has frequently been recorded with 
thythm sections which played too slow 
for his supersonic pace, causing him to 
have to cut down on his flow of ideas. 
The Clef pattern comes off very reward- 
ing because the rotund piano stylist 
never sounded better on recordings and 
was never better recorded than he is in 
the new series. 

Tatum utilized old standards predomi- 
nantly in recording his prodigious set 
for Clef. The diskery has released two 
of the volumes to date. In the first vol- 


ume of LP’s, 
music with tunes like Can't We Be 
Friends, I’ve Got The World On A 
String, Body And Soul and Embraceable 
You; in the second volume, September 
Song, Night And Day, Jitterbug Waltz 
and /t’s The Talk Of The Town. 

LP’s in the Tatum series are sold sin- 
gly. With purchase of a whole set, the 
buyer gets a folio of five excellent pho- 
tographic studies of Tatum performing 
on his instrument (photographs by Hol- 
lywood lensman Phil Stern). 

The Tatum series has peddled well in 
record marts and is favorably received 
by critics and by many of the best known 
exponents of the jazz piano around to- 
day. Typical of the reaction to the 
works, pianist-maestro Duke Ellington 
says, “Let’s hope that we and our audi- 
ence stay sufficiently mature musically 
so that we can appreciate fully this zest- 
ful bit, because Art Tatum is the cream- 


Art makes real exciting 


iest!” 
A Downbeat critic literally flipped 
over Tatum’s technique after reviewing 
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#250 “NIGHT OUT” 
Film star style! Lace 
over Chromspun rayon 


back; slim straps. In 
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#258 “FRENCH FLARE” 
Long torso lines are SO 
flattering! Boned bra- 

fit bodice plus swishy 
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© Diesel - places with DIESEL! Farms, factories and 
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© Diesel Engine DIESEL PO WER... allneed DIESEL-trained 
Repairman men! You can start your DIESEL training at 
© Diesel home. in spare time, with tested, proved U E I 
Operater training Course includes practical « ork on Diesel 

prac tems engines under skilled instructors. You learn the 
icing of all types of 
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CAN 
SECOND MARRIAGES 


SUCCEED? 





at are the odds on success in second mar- 
riages? In an effort to answer that question, 
TAN takes you behind the scenes into cases 
from true married life. You may be surprised 
by what you learn . . . 


HE PERFECT MARRIAGE is made in Heaven.” 
You’ve heard that expression many times, and didn’t give 
it another thought, perhaps because you are happily married. 

But Irene Jackson, who had just been granted her final decree. 
was certain that her shattered marriage meant that, for her, there 
would never be another chance of hearing wedding bells. 

“T’ll never marry again. All men are beasts. They get what they 
want from a woman, then they toss her aside—like an old shoe!” 
That’s what she told her friends, when they wanted to know why 
her marriage had broken up. 

But that wasn’t the reason at all. If the truth were known, it 
would have been obvious right at the start, that Irene and Calvin 
were not meant for each other. Irene liked to stay home nights and 
sew, or read, or listen to classical recordings. Calvin Jackson, on 
the other hand, loved the gay life. Twice a week, he was out with 
the boys, playing a harmless game of poker, and afterwards, per- 
haps a half hour spent in the local tavern. That would have been 
innocent enough, but Calvin Jackson, when he was under the in- | ea 
fluence of liquor, invited everyone in the (Continued on Page 20) 












A glance into the faces of this couple 
quickly reveals the source of their prob- 
lem: a difference in age. But this, like most 
marital problems, can be solved through 
mutual understanding. 
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‘ Buxom, bubbly-humored Ella Fitzgerald first hit the big-tin 
with a converted nursery rhyme song (A Tisket. A Tasket 
. "4 Since then she has sung everything from bop to ballad, ar 
1 jh she has stayed on top of the tuneful heap. 





W ITH THE VERY FIRST note of 

any song she happens to be sing- 
ing, on a recording date, in a theatre, in 
a close-quartered, smoke-filled club, Ella 


Fitzgerald always proves to her listeners 
that she is both a natural and a real pro. 

And there is no predicting what type 
of song Ella will sing, for she is equally 
facile with ballads, blues, and scat songs. 

A friendly, bubbly-humored, buxom 
lady whose special gift is an instrument: 
tuned voice, Ella first “hit the big-time” 
with A Tisket, A Tasket. That was years 
ago, while she was a member of the late 
bandleader Chick Webb’s group. In the 
years and hundreds of personal appeat- 
ances since, Ella has earned many 
praises, and they’re as varied as her 
talent is versatile. 

She has been called the top jazz singer 
—or the queen of jazz. Lena Horne onc 
named her as “one of the leading singer! 
of our time.” Not long ago, a publicity 
man labeled her the No. 1 singer of rock 
’n’ roll, which displeases those legioms 


M \ of Ella Fitzgerald fans who contend thi! 
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BRLLA SINGS 


she is the all-time great female singer 
of popular songs, period! 

So great is her talent that one does 
not have to be prejudiced to ask: If Ella, 
isn’t the all-time great female singer of 
popular songs, who is? 

One requisite of greatness is that an 
entertainer (or athlete or businessman) 
remain on top for many years, with- 
standing the assault not only of time but 
of newcoming challengers and changes 
in style. Ella has done that. 

With Webb, she fashioned a hit out of 
an old nursery rhyme, starting a trend. 
But before the fad had died, she switched 
to sweet ballads—still the champ. 
“Then,” she has explained, “I got tired 
of singing about long lost loves.” Her 
next: a calypso hit, Stone Cold Dead In 
The Market, which sold more than a 
million records. So-called experts had 
warned her that “America isn’t ready 
for calypso.” What they didn’t realize is 
that America is always ready for Ella’s 
songs—be they Louis Armstrong im- 
personations or long-lost-love tunes. 





& A 
Versatile Ella can be a perfect foil for comedians, like Patterson and Jackson here, and 
she can blend her voice so completely with a band that she sounds like another instru- 
ment, After listening to her, one fan asked: “Is Ella a trumpet or a saxophone?” 
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Can Second Marriages Succeed? 


(Continued from Page 17) 


place to have a drink with him. 

Naturally, these included the female 
customers, and before he knew it, Irene’s 
husband thought it was only gallant to ac- 
company one of the ladies home. In due 
time, he arrived at his own home, reeking 
of liquor and with lipstick all over his 
face. After several such scenes, Irene Jack- 
son sued for divorce. 

A rare case? Hardly. But who is to 
blame if a marriage falls by the wayside? 
Psychologists agree that the percentage of 
present day divorces is too high, but they 
are quick to point out that very often cer- 
tain mis-matched couples have but one re- 
course to personal happiness—divorce! 

Should they try marriage again? If di- 
vorce is the only solution to an impossible 
situation, then the thought of a second 
marriage should not be an emotional bar- 
rier to the party concerned. It would sur- 
prise many to know that in a survey con- 
ducted among “second-marriage couples,” 
almost 75% admitted that they were far 
happier than in their first marriage. 

It is a clinical fact that sex plays an im- 
portant role in a happy marriage. Sexual 
compatability is a mutual understanding 
of the emotional structure of each partner, 
for, by all the rules of our moral code, 
marriage is indeed a partnership entered 
into by two adult persons with affection 
and companionship. Sexual satisfaction is 
not enough to bind two persons together 
for a life-time of living. 

Take the case of Carrie Nelson, who met 
a young musician at a dance. They were 
attracted to each other when she danced 
by with another young man, and inad- 
vertently, their eyes met and held, while 
he was on the band-stand performing on 
the piano. Carrie was certain that, during 
intermission, he would make a point of 
speaking to her, and probably, make a 
date with her. Carrie Nelson had great, 
intuitive powers. The handsome, curly 
haired pianist, Emmet Cole by name, did 
indeed ask Carrie for a date for Saturday 
night following his piano chores. 

On the eve of her fourth date, Emmet 
proposed to Carrie, and Carrie accepted 
him. Two weeks later, they were married, 
and not long after that, Carrie unfolded 
to her horrified friends, a tale of sexual 
torture that was unbelievable. Perhaps 
Carrie Nelson exaggerated her story, per- 
haps not, but her friends advised her to 
get a divorce, and not give in to her hus- 
band’s excessive “demands” on her body. 

It was a frightened and sickened Carrie 
Nelson who packed her belongings in her 
little bag, and moved to another section of 
town, while she waited for her divorce. As 
Fate willed it, six months aften her di- 
vorce, she went to another dance hall with 
a girl friend. When a shy young man ap- 
proached her for a dance, she accepted, 
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and as the evening wore on, she had three 
other dances with him. He took her home 
that night, and a month later, she was 
still having dates with him. A month after 
that, she was married to him. Her hus- 
band turned out to be an affectionate and 
considerate lover, whose one aim was to 
make Carrie forget her shattered first mar- 
riage. Carrie found out that sex relations 
can be a tender, satisfying, healthful ex- 
perience, and not the shockingly, cruel ex- 
perience of her first marriage. Today, Car- 
rie and her husband are sexually adjusted, 
and their marriage is destined for a life- 
time of happiness. 

One bitter wife, on the verge of leaving 
her husband after three months of mar- 
riage, confided to her doctor, “Henry has 
made my life a living hell. What can you 
do when your husband comes home drunk, 
reeking of another’s perfume, and other 
evidence of having had sexual relations, 
and expects to indulge in sexual relations 
with me that same night?” 

The young wife was visibly upset and 
frightened at her husband’s strange be- 
havior. But the doctor, sensing that her 
case was of a desperate nature, warned 
her against having additional relations 
with her husband until he visited a doctor 
for a possible venereal disease infection, 
which could be passed on to her. 

The doctor’s fears were confirmed, for 
the next night, the frantic wife again re- 
fused to have sexual intercourse with her 
husband until he presented her with a 
clean bill of health. The husband refused, 
for the ravages of the disease were al- 
ready apparent, which was enough grounds 
for divorce. 

Instead of shutting out the possibility of 
marriage from her life forever, the young 
divorcee laid plans for remarriage. One 
night, at a party, she was introduced to a 
young man, whose frivolous wife had left 
him and run off with another man. The 
deserted husband was in the depths of 
despair. The appearance of the divorcee 
at the party and their attraction to each 
other, gave the divorcee new hope for a 
happier future, and deterred the young 
man from thoughts of suicide. Second 
marriage, for them, was a step in the right 
direction. 

Why should a second marriage work out 
better than the first for so many people? 
Perhaps, because faults are more easily 
recognized and corrected if they should 
appear in the second marriage. Another 
reason may be that disappointed couples, 
knowing that divorce means failure, are 
courageous enough to try again and again 
until they find a perfect union. It is true, 
however, that many divorcees reject the 
idea of a second marriage because of their 
first disappointment. They are unwilling 
to take another chance at connubial bliss. 


For them, a visit to a reputable marriage 
counselor will be enlightening, for his ex- 
pert guidance can certainly lead to a hap- 
py second marriage. 

Many women are abhorred at the 
thought of trying married life again. Yet, 
records show that a great number of sec- 
ond marriages have proved more success- 
ful than the first in a number of cases. 

It didn’t make sense to Alice Wicker 
that, after lavishing all of her love and 
affection and a sizable bank account on 
her first husband, that he ignored her 
charms and started to charge younger 
women. Alice’s first try at marriage was 
brief and unrewarding. But one after 
noon, at a church social, Alice met a man 
who seemed vastly different than her hus- 
band. The stranger did not know she was 
married and plagued her for a date, but 
Alice was a moral woman and did not be- 
lieve in violating the sanctity of the home. 
She resisted his pleas and refused to go 
out with him. 

But fortune smiled on Alice Wicker 
that very night. When she arrived home 
breathless and excited to tell her husband 
that she had won first prize in cake bak- 
ing, she was confronted by a note her hus- 
band had left her: 

“Dear Alice: 

Sorry to do this to you, Alice. You're a 
swell kid but not the type for me. I like 
‘em young and gay. Do what you like 
about a divorce, I’m not going to fight it. 
Took two hundred dollars from the top 
drawer. I need it more than you do. Good- 
bye, Will.” 

Did Alice Wicker break down and cry? 
Did she bemoan the lost love of her hus- 
band knowing that he wasn’t worth crying 
over? Did she begin to believe in the 
fickle ways of all men? Yes, Alice Wicker 
did all these things. It was only natural. 
But her disappointment was short lived, 
for Alice was made of stronger moral fibre 
than her missing husband. 

Though she was miserable, and de- 
pressed, and saddened at her husband's 
departure for parts unknown, Alice de- 
cided to pick up the loose threads of her 
shattered love-life. In despair, but with a 
bright and shining face, she attended the 
church social the following Sunday after- 
noon. It wasn’t too surprising for Alice 
to find the stranger there again. Perhaps 
he’d had a premonition that Alice Wicker’s 
romance was on the rocks. Whatever the 
reason, Alice had found a new love—a 
truer love, one that was destined to last a 
lifetime. 

In the past ten years, probably due to 
war romances, remarriage has played 4 
tremendous part of the post-war marriage 
boom. It is not surprising then to find 
that more successful second marriages 
have resulted than at any time in our his 
tory. 

There are probably a dozen reasons why 
first marriages end up on the matrimonial 
But psychologists and marriage 
(Continued on Page 76) 
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Women quit worrying and 


ctart to smile 


the minute they learn 


my Secret 


I’ve found a way to make worried women happy. 


If you’d like to share my secret, just let me know. I'll also 
show you (confidentially) an easy way to use my secret to make a lot of money! 


that’s guaranteed to make a woman tear 

her hair. It has happened to you a thou- 
sand times. Worst of all, this costly annoyance 
hits you when you’re least prepared to cope 
with the situation. 

No wonder it makes so many women so mad 
so often. If it wasn’t so exasperating, it would 
be funny. And the sad part is this. Every 
woman figures it’s a necessary evil that she must 
put up with the rest of her life. 

But that’s not true. My secret puts an end 
forever to what used to be a source of end- 
less trouble and expense. And if you'd like to 
get in on my secret, I’ll be glad to tell you all 
about it. And that’s not all I'll do. I’ll also show 
you a simple, easy Plan that brings you a nice 
cash profit to put in your purse almost every 
time you tell my story to a friend or neighbor. 

This way, you’ll be doing each of them a fa- 
vor. And since one good turn deserves another, 
you will discover you’re making a lot of extra 
money for yourself. It all works out like what 
the scientists call a “‘chain reaction.’’ What I 
mean isthis: When you explain my method to a 
friend, she’ll be eager to have her friends know 
about it. These friends, in turn, want to spread 
the news so they tell their friends how much 
my plan has helped them. Before you know it, 
women you never even heard of will be asking 
you for help — help based on the little secret 
you learned originally from me! 

It’s along about now that the money really 
starts to come in—more money, perhaps than 
you ever dreamed you had the knack of making. 
Yet all you ever have to do is tell a simple little 
story and make new friends in your spare time. 


_ Many women say the best part of my plan 
is that it does not interfere in any way with 
your house work or your daytime job, or your 
social activities. Just a few odd hours here and 
there can bring in a nice bit of extra money 
every week — although, naturally, the more 
time you can spare the bigger your income will 
be. As a matter of fact, some women make 
more money this way than they could make 
working in offices or stores full time. 

What’s this secret that is working financial 
Wonders for so many women? I’ll tell you. But 
first, just ask yourself this question: How 
many times in the last six months have you 
heard your friends say: “Nylon stockings are 
no good any more—I get a runner or a snag 
almost every time I put on a pair. It’s keeping 
me poor, buying Nylons.” 


"Tinaes is one thing more than any other 


That’s true. That’s what women are saying— 
millions of them. Just ask anyone you know. 
Just say: Remember the Nylons we used to get 
right after the war? Remember how they used to 
wear and wear? Remember some of them were 
good for five or six months? Are you getting 
that kind of wear out of your Nylons today?” 


If they say they’re not—and every one of 
them will—you’ve got a cash profit on the spot 
and you’ve also made a good friend. Because 
I’m going to make it possible for you to let 
them order Nylons from my company that are 
GUARANTEED TO WEAR! How can we 
do it? Just listen. 


You just write down the name and address 
of your friend and her hose size. Then send it 
to me. I mail the Nylons direct to her and 
with each shipment she receives a legally bind- 
ing iron-clad guarantee. Depending on the num- 
ber of pairs she orders, the guarantee covers 
her for a period of three months to as long as 15 
months. Think of it—a year and three months. 
And here’s what I do: If the hose she orders 
wear out or get runners or even if they are 
snagged on a piece of rough furniture, within 
the guarantee period, ] REPLACE EVERY 
PAIR—FREE OF CHARGE! 


If she orders 12 pair and all 12 pair wear out 
run or snag, I don’t just give her a few extra 
pair to last out the guarantee period. No, I RE- 
PLACE ALL 12 PAIR. If her original order 
was for only three pair, I replace ALL THREE. 


OW you see why millions of women 
N mane me to do this thing for them. It 

saves them hard earned cash that they 
once spent for Nylons that didn’t last. It gives 
them money to use for other things. And it saves 
them annoyance, too. That’s why my com- 
pany’s name is famous with millions of women. 


In each neighborhood I appoint a woman 
who picks up these orders for me in spare 
time. I call her my “Neighborhood Dealer”’ 
because it’s just like running a little hosiery 
shop of your own except that you don’t have 
any store or any hours to keep. But when 
your friends and neighbors want more Nylons 

or socks and stockings for the men folks and 
children — they just call you on the phone 
and place their orders. 

I have more than two thousand Neighbor- 
hood Dealers—women like yourself—who make 
very good money just mailing in their friends’ 
orders, So, showing women how to make money 
in their spare time is easy, because they make 


their money just telling friends and neighbors 
how to save money on their Nylons. 

Right now, I would like to do one or both of 
these things for you. If you just want to save 
money, put an X in the top box in the coupon 
and mail it to me. I’ll send your name to one of 
my Neighborhood Dealers and ask her to call 
on you and show you actual samples—full pairs 
—of our hose. She’ll give you a printed copy 
of our guarantee and send in your order. 


borhood Dealers, put an X in the bottom 

box in the coupon—fill in your own hose 
size—and mail the coupon to me. I’! write you 
a letter right away and give you all the infor- 
mation you need to get started. I'll send you 
the names of scores of women who have made 
$35.00 or more their first week spare time. I'll 
show you exactly how they did it and show you 
how you can make a good start the easy way 
—and then continue to make money, week 
after week, for as long as you want to. I'll 
even show you how you can get an automobile 
as a free bonus for good work. And, of course, 
you'll get your own hose at the wholesale price 

-with the guarantee. 

Mail the coupon to me today. Everything I 
send you now is free. You will not be obligated 
to buy and you will not be obligated to take or- 
ders. But let me send you the facts about this 
fascinating business. You'll be glad you read 
my friendly plan. 


Mitt Hit 


L. L. WILKIN, MANAGER 
A-4510 MIDWAY, GREENFIELD, OHIO 


Be if you would like to be one of my Neigh- 


L.L. Wilkin, Manager, A-4510 Midway, Greenfield, Ohio 

I'm interested in hearing more about saving 
money or making money in spare time. Send 
me the information I have requested below. All 
free and postpaid, 

CT Ask your Neighborhood Dealer to show me 
samples and printed copy of your Guarantee. 
Send me complete information on how to get 
started making money without any house- 

to-house canvassing—and in spare time. 


My Hose size is ______ 








«ef “M SORRY, BOB,” I told him as his 
voice came pleading over the 
hone, “but you should realize that I 
n't afford to be seen with you now or 
at | : 
But after all, Jewel,” he protested, 
Ernestine left me because of you. You 
ow how I feel about you and you can’t 
+ out on me now.” 
| shook with silent, satisfied laughter. 
in’t run out, the man said. Why I’ve 
ready run out. Just as I planned to 
the beginning. Now I had the 
mo us, the gallant Major Robert 
inks broken up with his wife and beg- 
s me to take him up. I managed to 
ep my amusement out of my voice and 
1 him coldly, finally, “You know, Ma- 
Franks, I can’t afford to get mixed 
in a scandal. I’ve got my reputation 
| my job to protect. There is abso- 
tely no place where it would be wise 
us to be seen together. Of course, we 
| fun. But that’s all you wanted with 
wasn’t it?” 
{An odd sense of excitement filled me 
e whined, “But-but, I’m in love with 


Jewel. Can’t you see that? No 


in goes all out for a girl the way I did 
iless he loves her. I let you use my 
took you places, spent my money on 
Now that Ernestine has come back 


from Texas and found out there’s been 
another woman, I’m willing to get a di- 
vorce, in spite of all her money, because 
I want you for my wife.” His voice rose. 
“Are you trying to make me the biggest 
fool in town? Look. I won’t stand for 
it, Jewel! I won’t—” 

I hung up quietly. Exulting in the 
sheer thrill 1 got from making people 
unhappy, I was already sharpening my 
claws for handsome young Chuck White, 
the television repairman, who had just 
moved with his new bride from the East 
to our town. I had picked him as my 
next victim the night I met him. 

Perhaps all this may sound strange, 
but I’m what people call a Queer. I get 
my kicks in breaking up happy homes, 
marriages, creating situations between 
lovers. A freak completely obsessed with 
a strange, uncontrollable desire to cause 
trouble whenever and wherever | could. 
Although you may not have thought of 
it, there are thousands of women like 
me, but our true identity is seldom ex- 
posed because few people will believe 
there are actually women so mentally 
sick that they make a hobby out of the 
misery of others—especially those who 
might be happily married. In most 
women the tendency to flirt is either 
rigidly controlled or comes to light only 








on rare occasions and then only because 
of their natural vanity and desire to be 
noticed and admired. History relates of 
many noted coquettes who sought and 
gained the favors and attentions of men 
in high places. There are, of course, 
many kinds of flirts, including the old 
maid type who, frustrated because they 
seem unable to land men of their own, 
try to entice the men of other women. 
Another group is labeled as women of 
loose morals and are known by a com- 
mon and highly uncomplimentary name. 
I am of the more dangerous variety— 
the kind that gets its satisfaction out of 
hazardous flirtations leading up but not 
quite the permanent involvement by mar- 
riage and the big kick of getting out of 
the way just at the right time. I got my 
satisfaction from deliberately snaring 
my victims—all of them married men— 
and then, after they had gotten so far 
out they could hardly swim back, jilted 
them suddenly, making them a laughing 
stock. 

The pompous Major Franks had been 
After his return from Furope, 
women chased him but it was 
mouse-like, widowed little Ernestine 
Lowell who won him. Her deceased hus 
band had left her a real estate fortune 
which she used (Continued on Page 67) 
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Jeannie thought she hated Bill until the day 
She would 


not have gone had she known that for the rest of her life 


they went for a bike ride. 


she would pay for just. . . 








I tearfully poured out the whole story. The 
flood gates were down. The feeling that 
had been dammed up within me for years 
gushed out for her unbelieving ears. 










































DIDN’T LIKE BILL Burnett when | 

first saw him. Right now I can’t re- 
member just what it was about him that 
I disliked but I know it was a strong 
dislike. Anyhow, I was a Baptist min- 
ister’s daughter, cute and 16, and had 
just stepped off the bus in Centerville, 
where I always spent my summer vaca- 
tions with Uncle Jamie, my dad’s broth- 
er, and my Aunt June. 

As long as I could remember, I had 
always enjoyed my summers romping 
through their quiet little cottage on the 
campus at Center College, where Uncle 
Jamie was an English prof. But this 
year it was different. Different from the 
moment I laid eyes on Bill Burnett. 

I was struggling clumsily off the bus 
in front of the Campus Grill, which was 
a student hangout, when a hand reached 
out and snatched my heavy suitcase out 
of my hand, another strong, steadying 
hand took my elbow as I stepped to the 
ground. Surprised, I looked up into the 
face of a towering, brown-skinned youth 
who was smiling and bowing in true 
butler fashion to the roaring pleasure 
of the knot of college boys clustered 
around the front of the grill. 

My first impulse was to slap his face, 
but there was something in his eyes that 
restrained me. Not only were they the 
most unusual eyes I had ever seen, but 
there was something in their clear, blue 
grey depths that scared me. Something 
that made me suddenly want to run. | 
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felt a weak, singing sensation inside. 

At that instant I heard Uncle Jamie’s 
soft voice at my side. 

“What’s this campus wolf doing to 
you?” he kidded, taking the suitcase 
from the tall youth’s hand at the same 
time. 

“Oh, nothing, Uncle Jamie,” I chirped 
as | threw both arms around his neck, 
glad for an excuse to regain my com- 
posure, “guess he was just trying to 
help.” 

“I-I-I-m, I’m sorry, Prof,” stuttered 
the gangling kid, “I-I-I t-t-thought she 
was just another freshy.” 

The young collegians roared with 
laughter. 

“That’s all right, Sonny,” said Uncle 
Jamie with a twinkle in his eye, “we'll 
settle for an ‘A’ in English grammar II.” 

The collegians roared again. 

“Strange thing about that kid,” mused 
Uncle Jamie as we crossed the village 
street and headed across the darkening 
campus, “he’ll earn that ‘A.’ He’s a rare 
one—a straight-A student and the great- 
est natural athlete I’ve ever seen. Last 
year as a freshman he gave Center its 
first undefeated football team in 48 
years,” 

Uncle Jamie sat the suitcase down on 
the sidewalk. 

“I don’t like him,” I interrupted, “I 
just can’t stand these fresh college boys.” 

Uncle Jamie stopped, rummaged 
through his (Continued on Page 61) 








Don’t take chances with 





Be safe! Use the product 
that’s medically approved! 


Look after a burn. If you neglect it or 
treat it wrongly it might become in- 
fected. Play it safe. Rely on a pure 
product—‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 
Used in hospitals and clinics, it’s med- 
ically approved for first-aid in your 
home. Get a jar or tube today and keep 
it handy. 


First-aid tips for burns 


Don’t “butter” a burn. Butter gets 
rancid, breeds bacteria. 


2. Don't puncture blisters—it invites 
infection. 


Use a loose bandage smeared with 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. If the burn 
is severe see a doctor. 


Reader’s Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly” 





Safe, soothing—The FIRST-AID KIT in a jar 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 


25 





This is the eile P imagined as Ethylyn 

_ spoke: a beautiful woman in tight embrace 

ith a handsome man in a cozy, romantic 
hideaway .. . 











“ND 





do the same? 


perfect for the secret rendezvous we had planned. 
and start backing toward the door. 
my purse hurriedly for a coin. 


| whirled around the room in a foolish little dance of sheet 
rapture. Just the thoughts of the romantic. love-filled hours 
that lay ahead for me—and Phil—had sent tingles of ecstasy 
all over me. It was like being in love all over again. After 
months and years of being taken for granted by Claude. | 
felt completely young again and gay. This would teach hii. 
| thought. What's good for the goose is good for the gander! 
If he could go off to New York to his Elks’ convention and 
have a good time with women and wild parties, then [| could 
do the same! Vd be a fool if I didn't! 
I tossed the hotel key on the bed and bent to lift the week 
end bag I had brought. | had remembered to clip off the 
leather identification tag attached to the handle with 1/7 
Ella Mae Marshall written on it before I left home. [| wasn't 
taking any chances on being found out. Then as | clicked 
open the lock and began to take out my things, [I smiled 
quietly to myself. remembering how clever | had been to 
sien the register. Wrs. Carl Morris instead of using my real 
name. | hadn't left anything undone to keep secret this one 
weekend that had started me to live all over again. 
Yet. a thread of uneasiness began to force its way into my 
mind. | was sure | had seen Ethylyn Saunders walking into 


the lobby as | had started up the (Continued on Page 51) 


What's good for the goose is good for the 
gander! Isnt that true? If Claude could 


make an outside play. why shouldn’t Ella 


- HE BELLBOY OPENED THE DOOR then stepped back 
to let me enter. My heart tingled with excitement as I 
walked into the airy, beautifully decorated) room 
thought to myself that Phil must have known this wo 
“Will that be all. Miss?” I heard the bellboy ask politely 


“Huh? Oh. yes. Yes of course.” | answered and fished in 


When he had gone and | had locked the door behind him. 














I was still trembling slightly, 
still trying to pull myself to- 
gether from an experience that 
had left me weak and won. 
dering... 
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John Mason made the life of a kept woman sound easy and grand and 


romantic. But Ivy learned the hard way that all that glitters isn’t gold. 


HE LIVING IS EASY for a “kept” woman. Lazy days. Pretty clothes. A cozy apartment. And a man 
to pay all the bills. 
In his suave, sure manner, John Mason was trying to convince me that all these things were true. It was 
a cold, November night. Outside, the season’s first snow had draped Washington, D. C. in a filmy white 
cape. I stood inside a lovely three-room apartment in a fashionable section of town. A drink was in my 
hand and | was leaning against a modern sectional sofa drinking not only a Tom Collins, but also the 
exquisite beauty of the strange room I was in. 
Wall to wall carpeting of the softest gray seemed to blend into the deeper gray that hugged the walls. Gray 
modern furniture I had seen advertised in the papers as for “young marrieds” (Continued on Page 56) 




















pias WASHINGTON says: 

“I start pulling some puns, No 
matter how low a girl may get im ihe 
optimism department, some nice hot cof* 
fee and ‘fresh puns’ will always perk her 
up. I think it’s easier to laugh than cry, 
anyhow—and whoever heard of tears 
helping do anything but make your eyes 
red? When I’m at my lowest, though, | 
find a new pair of shoes—my hobby— 
keeps me ‘stepping lively’ and who wants 
to ruin new shoes wading in self-pity?” 


C= LES FUQUA, leader of the Ink 
- spots, says: 

“When the rush of tours and the over- 
work and responsibility of leading the 
Ink Spots sometimes get me down, I sit 
tlown, think over the nearly quarter of 
@ cemtury that our group has been up on 
top, anaol. take a deep breath, call the 
fellows for ahother rehearsal, and lose 
the blues in some good, hard work,” 


s 


ARAH “VAUGHAN, the si ‘singer: 


oT sta 


de as 


rt working. on, a new song, 





Secluded in her Los Angeles home, Rita 
Valcolm gravely reads story of her romance 
» Jimmy Monroe and its tragic ending. 





y IN ROMANS. 


Interracial romance cost Jimmy 





BY Monroe his life. He was killed 
by the Negro wife he scorned to 


RITA MALCOLM fall in love with a white woman., 


NTERRACIAL LOVE can be tragic. I 
ie know that to be a fact because I’m a 
a , Se . white woman who was involved in a romance 
with a Negro man which ended in death for 
him. Victim of the tragedy: James Edward 
Monroe, a handsome, romantic, young fellow 
with an appealing air that had excited me to 
love him like no other man ever had. 
In April, 1954, in Los Angeles, Jimmy was 
killed in a brutal incident which created a 
sensation around the nation. He was ham- 
mered and slashed to death by the woman to aie 
whom he was legally married but did not love a ati 
or want—a plumpish, ex-Chicago barmaid 
named Genevieve. She told police who ar- 
rested her that she had killed Jimmy because 
he wanted to divorce her and marry me. 


However, when put on trial for the crime, 
Mrs. Monroe pleaded self defense, claiming 
that her husband had aroused her to mur- 

der by molesting her fiendishly. She got off 
free. In California, wife-beating is a felony. 





Mrs. Monroe, or “Gene” as she was called 
by Jimmy, paid less for her part in the tragedy 
than I am paying. As a white woman who 
a dared love a Negro man, I’m treated as some- 
thing of an outcast by my own race. As the 
so-called “backstreet wife” in the case, I’m 
hated by some Negroes who believe I tried to 
break up one of their woman’s homes. I was 
described in one Negro newspaper as a 
“blonde inamorata” who regaled “in all her 
platinum glory, the symbol of that which 
makes men turn fools, wives turn grey, and 
preachers lay their Bibles down.” 
I’ve a side of the James Monroe murder 


story to tell here which has never been re- 
vealed before. When I’m through telling it, I 
feel sure, some new light will be shed on the 








situation and my name cleared of the 
scandal the case has brought it. 

My affair with Jimmy lasted only a 
few months. Yet, it has, I suspect, upset 
the peace of my life forever. At the 
time I met him, I had been married, for 
fifteen years, to a man of my race, and 
we were the parents of a teen-age daugh- 


ter. When I discovered I was in love 





los for each other. Neither of us let on 
that we paid the other too much atten- 
tion but I knew we were strongly aware 
of each other. He later confessed to me 
that he, too, had been conscious of the 
attraction. 

Jimmy broke the ice between us. One 
day he slipped a poem on my desk. It 
read: 


As she “returns to the white 


race,””’ Rita Malcolm declares: **The 


U. S. is not ready for interracial romance 


—and that goes for Negroes as 


well as whites.”’ 





with Jimmy, I told my husband. He let 
ne know then that he considered himself 
livorced from me from that time on. I 
im now living alone with my daughter 
and it leaves me a little fearful. I fear 
that I will not be strong enough to pro- 
tect the child from the abuse which is 
surely to be heaped upon her in the fu- 
ture because of my past. 

[t is probably a mystery to many 
people why I let myself get mixed up 
in an interracial romance, knowing how 
such a relation is frowned upon gener- 
illy in this country. Both Jimmy and I 
were fully aware of the problems, and 
difficulties connected with our romance. 
However, we believed that by facing 
them intelligently, and having faith in 
each other, we could eventually find 
sreat happiness together. 

There was only one outside chance 
for me to resist Jimmy. It rested with 
Had he been a different 
man than he was at the time, I might 


husband. 


have never strayed away from home. As 
1 husband who started off our marriage 
) an ideal way, he had come to care 
iore for bowling and beer than he did 
me. When Jimmy came into my life, I 
was restless and unhappy. 

| met Jimmy at Lockheed Aircraft 
plant in Los Angeles where we both 
vorked in the engineering department. 
He was a draftsman, | had a job listing 
technical parts. For almost two years 
ifter our first meeting, we had only hel- 


2A 
De 


‘*Please excuse those 
glances, with which I shower 
you each day, 

Because they’re only telling 
you what my heart would like 
to say. 

My lips are sealed by cir- 
cumstance, that you must sure- 
ly know, 

Though what I feel within, 
I trust my eyes will show. 

“The ever issuing trans- 
lucent beauty with which you 
have been blessed, 

To me is mental torture, too 
terrific to be guessed. 

Your smile is something 
that I feel, even more than I 
can see, 

And I welcome each work- 
ing day that brings you close 
to me. 


Guess.”’ 


I knew immediately who had written 
the poem. As an answer, I did what 
Jimmy had done. When he got the poem 
I’d written him he was surprised to find 
that I was aware of what he had tried 
to do, but it gave him confidence to at- 
tempt to know me better. He later wrote 
me a letter, expressing his fondness for 
me. I answered right back and my ex- 
pression was just like his. That began 
our romance. 





I realized that I had a lot to lose in 
my affair with Jimmy. Still I took the 
chance anyway, hoping against hope. 

Jimmy and I managed to keep our 
romance secret from our fellow work. 
ers. Only a few trusted friends knew 
of it, at work. Occasionally rumors 
would start, but we quickly hushed them, 
One evening, after work, we sat together 
for a few minutes in a beer tavern across 
the street from the Lockheed plant, 
Workers began casting curious glances 
at us, and during the next few days, talk 
began to spread, linking our names in 
romance. After this incident, we were 
extremely cautious, making our contacts 
by phone or letter, while at work. 

Jimmy, who was an extremely in- 
telligent man, didn’t seek my love blind- 
ly. Like me, he was well aware of the 
difficulties involved in an_ interracial 
romance, but he believed by facing our 
problems realistically, we could make 
it work for us. He best expressed his 
belief in a letter to me which follows: 


“My Darling Sweetheart: 

Not too long ago there was 
an Ebony Magazine edition de- 
picting the outstanding inter- 
racial marriages giving intri- 
cate details on social and 
private relationships. Some 
of these people have been mar- 
ried for many years and even 
have children of school age 
who do not suffer from any 
racial problems. The tragic 
stories you read and hear are 
those about people who live 
sensational sporting lives and 
love and respect for each 
other is a sham. 

My love for you represents 
the highest level of respect 
and honor. I love you honor- 
ably as a woman and a wife. I 
love you as one should love a 
treasured companion and I 
expect to always keep our ro- 
mance on the highest plane 
never to be tinged by shame. 
I hope that even after death, 
those who remember us will 
do so highly. 


“All my love, 
Jimmy.” 


Jimmy and I kept our romance on the 


level he wanted (Continued on Page 72) 
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TEEN 
TALK 





By Jane Walters 


AR YOU A SOCIALLY MATURE 

person? Read this article and see 
if you have the qualifications to consider 
yourself a socially mature individual 
who has learned to find his satisfactions 
in a world of people. 

What do you as a teen-ager and young 
adult want out of life? A happy fam- 
ily relationship? A good job? Loyal 
friends? Probably all of these, and all 
of these require relationships with other 
people. The socially mature person real- 
izes that the better the relationships, the 
more successful and happy his life will 
be. But to get along successfully you 
have to have a real desire to do so. You 
can’t have pleasant relations with people 
if you feel superior or indifferent toward 
them. The first and most important 
step to understand is to take a real in- 
terest in other people. 

Ordinarily, good manners are essen- 
tial to smooth human relationships. 
When you're considerate of others and 
helpful, you’ll find that good manners 
come naturally, even without consulting 
books on etiquette! Since there is a 
certain amount of elasticity in social re- 
lations, there are no ironclad rules of 
behavior. Each social situation demands 
a different sort of reaction. However. 
there are some general mechanics which 
ease the way for good social relations. A 
friendly smile, a kind gesture or sincere 
compliment will work wonders! 

A versatile vocabulary is an important 
asset. Generally, your speech reflects 
your training and background. But even 
your vocabulary should change with the 
occasion. You wouldn’t throw ten-dollar 
words at a child, and you wouldn’t use 
the slang of the day when talking to an 
employer or teacher. Using the right 
language at the right times shows social 
sensitivity on your part. 

Of all the people you meet, some you 
love, some you like, others you are in- 
different to, and still others you dislike 


intensely. This is only natural. But do 
you like or dislike a person on the basis 
of his merits as an individual? 
Unfortunately, many of us do not 
think of people as individuals. We may 
for example dislike dark skinned people 
or fat people, just because you once had 
an unpleasant experience with one such 
person. In the same way, some people 
develop permanent attitudes toward all 
Catholics, or all Jews on the basis of a 
single contact with some one member of 
these very large groups. This is what is 
It takes 
emotional maturity and soundness of 


known as “group thinking.” 


judgment to accept people as individ- 
uals, on their own merits. When you 
recognize most people, singly or in 
groups, are worth while even though 
they are short of perfection, you’re be- 
ginning to grow socially. 

What about those you can’t like? For 
instance the bully in Geometry or the 
vain, superior beauty who flaunts her 
conquests in your face day after day. 
You simply can’t steer clear of them 
every day. It’s normal for people you 
dislike to pop up in business conferences, 
or as co-workers, or as the motorman of 
a bus . . . even as particularly infuri- 
ating salesgirls. As-long as you don’t 
let your dislike run away with you, you'll 
be all right. It’s a case of keeping your 
emotional reactions in check, making an 
attempt to be pleasant without overdoing 
it. 

It’s not always easy, but it can be 
done. And the ability to carry on your 
business and every day activity with 
those you dislike is a sign of maturity. 

To sum it up in a very few words a 
really grown-up person, (1) participates 
in several group activities, (2) knows 
how to get along with others, those he 
likes as well as those he doesn’t like, 
(3) judges each person on his own mer- 
its, (4) has a real desire to help others. 
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: Extra-‘warm JACKETS! 
SEND FOR FREE SALES KIT! 
Now go into business without spending a 


cent! Nothing hke this before! Amazing 
new lightweight jackets, shoes now avail- 








able with same ve subzero INSULA- 


TION as used in Army Coldbar Suits. 
Keeps body heat IN — keeps cold, wind and 
dampness OUT! Make $120 Extra Income 
in a month by taking orders in spare time 
for just 5 of these miracle combinations a week! 
Mason has 190 fast-selling shoe and jacket styles . 
formen, women. NOT SOLD IN STORES — folks 
buy from YOU! Friends, fellow workers wil! stuff vour pockets 
with cash for these. Get complete Seles Kit FREE by writing TODAY! 
Masen Shoe Mfg.Co. MAIT74 Chippewa Falis, Wis. 








NEW “Heats-Its-Own-Water” 
48-CUP ELECTRIC COFFEE 


Your Church or Group 
without Waiting or Delay! 


Get this big new-type gleaming 
48-Cup Electric West Bend Cof- 
fee Urn Free, no delay, shipped 
at once! Heats its own water! 
Dozens of other exclusive fea- 
tures. I'llsend this new-type Urn 
to you in advance along with a 
supply of my famous flavor- 
ings. All you do is have 10 mem- 
bers of your group each sell 
only 5 bottles and the 48-Cup 
Urn is yours to keep! Take up 
to 60 days. No money down, we 
give you credit. 


NEVER COSTS A PENNY! 

Not a penny of your own money 

is needed — ever. Write today 

for this amazing offer. 

ANNA ELIZABETH WADE 
1865 Tyree Street 

LYNCHBURG, VIRGINIA 
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UR he stole the show at a 
smakers’ fashion production in 
sh. When he was 11. he made 
public appearance as a singer at 
h bazaar. At 18, he won first 
a singing job at $10 a week in 
ur show at the Howard Theater 
ngton, D. C. Later, he became 
ian. jazz singer, bandleader. an 
of the bobby-sox brigade and a stage 


















and screen personality earning more 
than a half million dollars yearly. 

Who was he? 

Think hard, you may remember him. 
His name is Billy Eckstine. 

Today, one of the greatest popular 
singers of the century is now practically 
an offstage figure to Americans, seldom 
heard from, like an elder statesman 
whose voice is listened to mostly out of 
reverence. 

To be sure, he is still singing and still 


well paid. But his engagements now run 
for months and months abroad, where 
American singers are in great demand, 
and amazingly few U. S. music lovers 
can tell you the name of his latest record. 
What has happened to the velvet- 
voiced crooner whose vital vibrate made 
teen-agers swoon and middle-aged wom- 
en re-evaluate their marriages? 
Worldly acclaim left him like it had 
found him: suddenly. Rescued from 
small bands and free-lance singing by 
Earl (Fatha’) Hines more than 15 years 
ago. Billy worked as a trumpeter, trom- 
bonist and part-time singer. Regarded 
as a somewhat eccentric vocalist, Billy 
would shuffle on-stage near the end of a 
Hines set; deliberately, slowly, approach- 
ing the microphone with his hands often 
jammed deep in his jacket pockets, and 
the coat itself slipped far back on his 
shoulders. Eventually he would open his 


In a pensive mood, Billy Eckstine plays 
a piano and seems to wonder what happened } 
to his once-fabulous career. Worldly ac- 
claim left him like it found him—suddenly. | hae 
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nouth. And then it would happen. 
Girls went limp and soft all over in the 


irms of their escorts. and males would 


irn to glare enviously at this tanned, 
andsome young man with the upturned 
ose whose voice engulfed its listeners in 


, strange. deep, cashmere softness. Some 


ritics later distinguished the sound as 
he bellowing of a sick calf, but those 


who did so were strictly in the sacri- 


egious, unhepped minority. 

When Billy sang his immortal Jelly 
'elly in dance halls in those days, a great, 
ollective feminine squeal would spiral 
ipwards into the rafters and through the 
racks in the walls. In night clubs, men 
ifted their glasses almost in toast as they 


took another drink while Eckstine sang, 
‘or indeed Billy’s warm offerings made 
the cause of many a gay blade consider- 


ibly easier later on in the evening. 
Eckstine recorded Somehow, Jelly 











A tired Billy catnaps backstage between theatre shows. In a whizz-bang career that 
began at age 11, Billy has been a bandleader, trumpet player, and the jazz-singing idol of 
millions of bobby-soxers. Today, he is a big name in Europe. 


In familiar, arms-spread pose, Billy ends popular song 
during a night club show. Some critics said his voice 
“engulfed listeners in a cashmere softness.” 
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Relaxing with friend Carrole Drake, Billy “gags it up” 
with a transparent clock as his prop. At left, Billy leaves 
club where he appeared with saxophonist Charlie Ventura. 
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On-stage Billy effects a casual style of delivering 

a song. Sometimes he approached microphone 

with hands jammed deep into pockets. But when 

he opened his mouth, girls went limp and men 
glared enviously. 
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Like a model husband, Billy helps wife 
June wipe dishes in their California home. 
They've since divorced. 


Jelly, the great Skylark, Stormy Monday 
Blues, You Don’t Know What Love Is, 
and others, and thereby became the un- 
challenged Messiah of the Negro bobby- 
sox faithful. 

Still, greater fame and fortune eluded 
him. Finally, he decided to go it alone, 
left Hines, and ran smack into a singer's 
squeeze play caused by a 20 per cent 
cabaret tax levied on show business. 
Powerful, crowd-drawing bands became 
the thing. 

Thus, Eckstine, still groping for the 
brass ring with which to ring down the 
golden nuggets of stardom, tried form- 
ing his own band. Aided by Hines, 
Count Basie and Duke Ellington, he had 
his show on the road by June of 1944. 
With such musical stalwarts as trumpet- 
er Dizzy Gillespie, saxophone genius 
Charlie (Yardbird) Parker and singer 
Sarah Vaughan among his crew, Billy 
had one of the first top bop bands in the 
country, and enjoyed seven lively months 
as a successful orchestra leader before 
the strain of singing and conducting be- 
came too much. Billy disbanded his 
outfit and once more became a single. 

This time, conditions were right. By 
the middle of (Continued on Page 76) 


Ever-popular with show folks, Billy greets 
singer Muriel Smith on trip to London. In 
heyday, Billy’s fee was $12,500 weekly. 


Talking shop backstage are Billy and Patti 
Page, who is called “The Singing Rage.” 
Record hits made him a “Singing Rage” too. 





Pipe in hand, Billy chats with fellow singer Frank Sinatra. Billy and Frank have in com- 
mon the fact that both of them rode to fame on the “crooning” style of singing. 
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START AS HIGH AS 
$4205.00 A YEAR 


Grade School Necessary 


(Veterans Get Special Preference) 
Get Reedy Now for Next Examinations 
City Mell Carriers, Post Office Clerks 


Clerks and Carriers now get $3,270.00 the first year 


regular employment and automatically increase $100 
ear tq $4,070.00. Open to Men-——Women 18 to 50, 
erks and Curriers can be promoted to other postal 


ions paying as high as $8,437.10. 
Railway Postal Cierks 


Hallway Vostal Clerks get $3,470.00 the first year of 
gular employment, being paid on the first and fifteenth 
ach month, ($144.58 each pay day.) Their pay is 
matically increased yearly to $4,270.00, Advance 
uy be had te Chief Clerk at $6,565.00 a year. Men only, 





3 Deys On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 


Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 
lays and have 3 days off duty or in the same proportion. 
During this off duty their pay continues just as though 
they were working. They travel on a pass when on.busi- 

When thes grow old, they are retired with a 


pension 
Many Other Positions 
Many other positions are obtainable. 


Stenographers —- Typists — Patrol Inspectors — Meat 
Those wishing these positions should 


Rural Carriers 


Inspectors—- etc. 
lallfy at once, 


Get Free List of Positions 


rill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail 

today—-NOW, at once. 

\ithough the Institute is not government controlled, 
can result in your getting a big paid government 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. H 61 Rochester 4, N. Y. 


Rush to me, entirely free of charge (1) a full descrip- 
m of U. &, Government Jobs; (2) Free copy of illus- 
ated 36-page book, *‘How to Get a U.S. Government 
Job’ with (3) List of U. 8. Government Jobs; (4) Tell 
how to qualify for one of these jobs. 


Use This Coupen Before You Misiay It. Write or Print 
Plainly. 


“With God 


All Things Are Possible!’’ 


Are you facing difficult problems? Peor Health? Money 
or Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or Fam- 
ily Troubles? Would you like more Happiness, 

cess and “Good F * in Life? 

If you have any of these Preblems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS of a 
remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is ,helping 
thousands to glorious new happiness and joy! 

Just clip this Messag: 


LOWSHIP, Box 5210, Noroton, Conn. e will 
this wonderful NEW M e of PRAYER and FAITH 
te you by AIR MAIL a! utely FR 














 gpaleion<scgpaiag varying with the com- 

munity, are usually held in high re- 
gard, sometimes amounting to reverence. 
Their counsel is sought not only in 
professional matters, but in personal, 
family, and civic problems. They are 
desirable as friends and companions and 
as husbands. There are several reasons 
for this esteem. In the first place most 
doctors, but by no means all, are ed- 
ucated people. Their training in medi- 
cine has been usually preceded by a 


liberal college education and a broad, 


interest in cultural things is generally 
maintained throughout their profession- 
al life. It is not at all uncommon that 
physicians are accomplished musicians, 
writers, and artists. Many have excellent 
reputations as orators and wits. Their 
financial success makes them independ- 
ent, relaxed, and contagiously cheerful. 

Again it is quite natural that people 
will extend an appraisal of a doctor’s 
knowledge in professional fields to in- 
clude a similar knowledge in other fields. 
They believe that a person capable 
enough to save their lives is capable 
enough to solve any other problem. A 
community problem which is understood 
by a layman and about which he may 
have an opinion is considered simple in 
comparison with the intricate problem 
of curing disease. If a doctor is learned 
enough to solve the former he certainly 
should be able to solve the latter. 

It is apparent that doctors are often- 
times overrated. Because he works in a 
field of technicalities and uses a highly 
specialized vocabulary, the average lay 
person has no way to gain a judicial 
insight into the workings of the average 
doctor’s mind. Moreover, since he deals 
with life and death his work is given a 
certain mystical value. Either con- 
sciously or subconsciously people relate 
it to the work of the Master who also 
gives and takes life. The fact is, a doctor 
can be tremendously successful and yet 
use preciously little cerebration. All that 
he needs to do is remember a few simple 
rules and read the advertisements sent 
him. The major thinking has been done 


DOCTORS ARE IGNORANT! 


By Dr. Julian Lewis 
(Author of “The Biology of the Negro” ) 









for him by the few great doctors who 
keep the wheels of medicine rolling. The 
difference between most of the doctors 
in the corner offices and the masters who 
have extensive reputations in their pro- 
fession is in the ability to think and 
apply original ideas in their work. 

Even at the best, the amount that 
doctors know is infinitesimal compared 
with the amount they do not know. In 
this way doctors may be called ignorant. 
The things they know and do are dra- 
matic and therefore the unknown things 
are unwittingly concealed from the pub- 
lic. Take, for instance, the simple cold, 
the commonest of all human ailments, 
There is not a single doctor who can 
cure it or do anything which will in the — 
least influence it. Myriads of medicines — 
are prescribed but it is yet to be shown ~ 
that any of them will affect the disease — 
in any way. An old joke says that if 
you do not take medicine a cold will © 
last two weeks but if you do it will be 
gone by 14 days. Not even the cause of 
a cold is known. It is well established © 
that it is an infection and is very con- 
tagious. But whether it is due to a virus 
or to bacteria or what the nature of — 
either is no one knows precisely. 

Then there is cancer. This is undoubt- 
edly the most baffling problem in medi-— 
cine. All that the medical profession can 
do about it at the present time is to sub- 
mit the victim to mutilating operations 
and most of the time the only result eve 
then accomplished is to extend life a f 
years. What needs to be done is first 
find why cancer ever occurs at all. Why 
should perfectly normal cells all of 
sudden begin to grow wildly and uncon 
trollably? All kinds of theories ha 
been advanced. Once there was a belief 
that it was due to a germ. This idea 
was discarded but in recent years it i 
beginning to be revived. Then the the 
ory of a chemical poison taken in witht 
food or formed by the body was com 
ceived. The truth is no one knows. Next 
there needs to be developed a sensiti 
test to be performed at regular inte 
which can eas- (Continued on Page 
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CTOBER is harvest time. When the frost is ready for fun. The season for “trick or treat” is at 
on the pumpkin and the crops have all been its height, and what could be more appetizing than 
harvested and put away, it’s time to celebrate. delicious cookies and cakes with the “spooky” 
ing and old alike, look forward to the tradition theme, served with hot cider or spiced punch at 

' black cats and goblins . . . witches’ brews and the stroke of midnight. TAN’s Home Service sec- 
irecrows at Halloween. tion offers you tasty, easy-to-make Halloween treats 
(he fallen leaves and the crisp, cool winds help for family and friends. Enjoy harvest time and 





idd vim and vigor to appetites and everyone is have fun. 











HETHER ONE is a school girl or a sophisticated career 
woman, nothing can look smarter for office, school or day- 



























time wear, than a well coordinated blouse or sweater and skirt. 
Blouses and skirts are always neat when well fitted, regardless 
of the season, and some of the better skirts have a lined back 
panel to keep the “shape out” and the “figure in.” In today’s 
fashion centers there are skirts and blouses that will fit the needs 
of all the fastidious female shoppers. From beautifu! cashmeres 
and precious fibers. we find the skirt and blouse or sweater co- 
ordinated in dyed to mix or match separates. Colors are gay 
and the styling is most flattering to all types of figures. Shown 
on these pages is TAN’s choice of smart skirts and blouses for 
daily wearing that offer all the variety one could wish for. 





Black and rust zibeline slim skirt by Sportempos 
has tab pockets on hip. About $14.95. Rust col- 
ored print blouse has black braid trimming and 
French cuffs. By Helena, about $6. 

















































Honey beige flannel skirt with slit pockets 

has a back kick pleat. By Sportempos, 

about $12.95. Matching beige broadcloth 
blouse with little boy look, about $6. 


Beige cashmere skirt with scalloped slit 
pockets, has kick pleat front and back. By 
Sportempos, about $40. Matching cashmere 
sweater by Baltimore, about $22.95. 





Purple flannel skirt with scalloped slit 
pockets has kick pleat front and back. By 
Sportempos, $12.95. Purple and black 
striped blouse by Helena is about $5. 


PRACTICAL 


A simple, easy-to-keep hairdo for school 
or playtime will be a change from the 
everyday braiding. 
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HAIR STYLES $F on Children 











For the little girl with a high forehead and Full braids are caught at the end with tue Frequent changing of the part is important 
lots of hair, this practical style will keep popular plastic clothespins that come in as it allows air to circulate to all parts of 
hair neat as a pin all day. colors to match dresses. the scalp. 





HILDREN’S HAIR STYLES like clothes, should be practical, 

easy to keep, and give a neat overall appearance at all times. 
Most little girls are very conscious of their looks, and certainly 
it is important that they be taught how to care for the hair, as 
this trait will be reflected in later years. Frequent washings are 
necessary since children play outside so much and the hair col- 
lects dirt and grime. Mothers should take time to study the type 
of hair their children have, and find the best oils and soaps that 
will keep the scalp healthy and promote growth. 

Oiling of the scalp, along with daily brushings is necessary to 
make the hair soft and shining. Curls will delight any little girl 
but they should be made for special occasions and Sundays. Sim- 
ple styles with braids that catch up all the loose ends are the 
most practical. Too many mothers leave hair styles to the taste 
of their kiddies instead of seeing that the hair is arranged in a 
way that is best for them. Shown on these pages are simple, 
practical hairdos that are easy for mother to fix and care for. 


A simple version of the ever-popular “pony 
tail” has the ends tucked under softly and 
worn low at the neck. 
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wash basin with clean, warm water. If the skin is not too tender, it 
e cleansed with a soft brush. Dip the brush in water and rub lightly 
on soap. Work up a lather then work lather into skin. 






Exercise the muscles in the 
face as you apply soap. Re- 
move soap with hot towels. 


EAUTY IS CERTAINLY more than skin deep. 
Most women, whether young or old, are anxious 
to have beautiful skin and there are millions of dollars 
spent each year on creams, oils, lotions, soaps, etc., 
all in the never-ending search for beauty. But regard- 
less of the many aids that offer so many easy ways 
to acquire a lovely, soft skin and a glowing com- 
plexion, the foundation for a beautiful skin is just 
plain soap and water, and a few daily steps that are 
constant and effective. 

The face should not be just wiped with a damp 
cloth, but it should be given a thorough soap and 
water cleansing before applying creams, lotions or 
makeup foundations. Many skin blemishes are caused 
by improper diets and cleansing methods. Whether 
the skin is dry or oily proper and thorough cleansing 
should never be omitted. If cleansing and massages 
do not help your skin, then a doctor should be con- 
sulted. There is always a product that can and will 
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Now apply cold wet towels, 
pressing gently against the 
skin. 





After face has been washed and 
well rinsed, pat a bit of lotion or 
cream on the face with fingertips. 


help your skin. Never experi- 
ment with unknown products, 
but stick to the well known 
brands. 

As women grow older, the 
skin needs more care if it is to 
remain soft and moist. But re- 
gardless of age, the face needs 
a life, and a little care can turn 
a wan, tired face into one that 
is rested and young-looking. 

Shown on these pages are 
simple steps to beauty that can 
be done at home in minutes. 

It is important to remember 
that when working lather into 
the skin, and when applying 
lotion to the face, brisk, stimu- 
lating motions should be used. 
Use circular motions with Briskly dry the face with a terrycloth towel, massaging as you dry. Do not rub or irri- 
lather, brisk pats with lotion. tate the skin, but press and pat lightly. Now the skin is ready for makeup. 
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INCE THIS IS the age of time-saving 


and short cuts, refreshments for 


° n g 
k / parties are prepared in a fraction of the 
time they once took, now that ready-pre- 
pared mixes are available. Since Hallo- 
ween is a favorite time for party-giving, 
it is a good time to make several 
different kinds of cookies from one basic 
cookie dough. 
With “Trick or Treat” in mind, there 


(0° 





is no trick to making these cakes, cook- 
ies and refreshments. Just simple direc- 
tions, a few boxes of cake or cookie mix, 
some chocolate morsels, and the job is 
complete. Plain everyday articles like 
enamel dishpans can be decorated and 
filled with delicious fruit punches or 
apple cider, spiced with cloves and cin- 
Cocoa can be served hot or 
cold with any number of tasty cakes and 


namon. 
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Chocolate-Filled Pumpkin Patties 


Cut cookie dough with round cookie cutter. Bake half the rounds. 
Cut out small “stems” and press under top edge of remaining 
rounds. With point of paring knife cut out “pumpkin faces,” then 
bake. Put together sandwich fashion with chocolate filling. For 
filling melt 1 cup semi-sweet chocolate morsels over hot water. 
Remove from heat and mix 3 cup evaporated milk and 1 cup 
confectioners’ sugar. Beat until smooth. 








Fudge False Faces 


Melt 1 cup semi-sweet chocolate morsels over hot water. Cool. 
Add 6 tbsps. sweetened condensed milk, Y tsp. vanilla and mix 
well. Place 15 lollipop sticks on waxed paper. Measure 1 tbsp. 
of chocolate mixture and form into ball. Place on end of stick. 
Place piece of waxed paper on top. Press with bottom of water 
glass to form circle. Remove paper. Make features on face with 
gumdrops. Chill until set. 
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cookies. Teen-agers are good at creat- 
ing things once given the chance. 




















False Face with Jello 


A perfect party delight for the tiny mem- 
bers of the family is a false face made with 
orange Jello in a round cake pan, and 
decorated with chocolate bits and whipped 
cream. Tiny cake squares are made with 
white cake mix and cut in bite-sized pieces. 
They are frosted with a creamy icing and 
decorated with candy pumpkins and clever 
black cats that can serve as souvenirs. The 
entire party is easy and mother will not be 
overworked. 









Witching Hour Cake 


Use 1 package of prepared cake mix and 
follow directions for mixing cake. Chop 
coarsely 2 package of semi-sweet choco- 
late and mix lightly through cake batter 
before turning into 2 cake pans. After 
cakes cool, frost with seven minute frosting 
and allow to harden. Reserve 12 chocolate 
pieces, then melt remaining chocolate 
over hot water and blend in 4 cup con- 
fectioners’ sugar. With decorating tube 
make numbers on clock face. Press choco- 
late pieces between numbers. 








































She’s a devoted wife, mother, home- 
maker—and a well-known professional 
woman, too! She’s Louise Carolyn 
Beatty, Director of Nurses at a leading 
hospital in Louisville. 

Busy Mrs. Beatty is also active in the 
Virginia Avenue Baptist Church, and is 
president of the Alpha Society of Grad- 
uate Professional Nurses. 


“Like most women, I don’t have time 
for cooking failures,” says Mrs. Beatty. 
“That’s why I always use better-blend- 
ing Carnation in gravy, sauces and cus- 
tards—and in bread puddings, my hus- 
band’s favorite dessert!” 

Top homemakers like Mrs. Beatty pre- 
fer the whipping and special blending 
qualities of Carnation. You too can find 

out what Carnation does for your own 

cooking. Try some soon — you'll see! 


Mrs. Beatty says: “Never a ‘watery’ cus- 
tard with better-blending Carnation!” 


s S( (arnation . 


FAILURE-PROOF CUSTARD 
(makes 6-8 individual custards) 

4 eggs 24 cup water 
Ys cup granulated sugar 1%4 cups (large can) 
Y2 teaspoon salt undiluted CARNATION 
1 teaspoon vanilla EVAPORATED MILK 
Beat ingredients to mix well. Pour custard 
into 6-8 baking dishes; sprinkle with nutmeg. 
Put dishes in 24%” deep pan; pour water 
around ‘custard dishes. 


Bake custards in moderate oven (350°F.) 


40-45 minutes, SS —— — 
css >>> >>> 














or until knife 
inserted in cus- 
tard comes out 
clean. Remove 
custards from 
water and cool. 
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Prominent professional woman and homemaker says: 


“No cooking failures for me 


Mrs. Louise Carolyn Beatty 
8633 Greenwood 
Louisville, Ky. 





“Carnation is the milk every doctor 
and nurse knows. It’s so safe, nour- 
ishing and digestible. I feed it to the 
babies at our hospital nursery, and 
here at home, too.” 





Picture of two beaming parents! Mr. 
and Mrs. Beatty are certainly proud 
of their two lovely daughters, Lu- 
cille (left) and Carolyn. Both tots 
are “Carnation Milk babies.” 





A favorite dessert of the Beatty’s is 
delicious custard, made from this 
Carnation recipe. “My husband and 
I prefer rich Carnation in our coffee, 
too,” says Mrs. Beatty. 


WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 










Popcorn Balls 


Place in saucepan 1 cup sugar, 3 cup light 
corn syrup, 3 cup water, 2 tbsps. butter, 
34 tsp. salt and Y cup semi-sweet choco- 
late morsels. Cook over low heat and stir 
until sugar dissolves. Continue cooking 
without stirring, until a little mixture 
dropped in cold water forms a ball. Add 
1 tsp. vanilla. Pour syrup over 3 quarts 
of popped corn and toss lightly. Shape into 
3-inch balls. Insert wooden skewers into 
balls and attach cutout witches to top of 
skewers. 


Party Cookie Tray 


Teen-agers can entertain, even on a tiny 
budget when homemade cookies, punch or 
cocoa are the refreshments. The young 
hostess can make the cookies herself with 
cookie mixes, or she can put the gang to 
work in the kitchen making cookies to suit 
themselves. There are enough different 
kinds to make to please all tastes. Our 
cookie tray contains “Jam Jumbles,” 
“Chocolate Crunch,” and “Televisien” 
cookies. Write us for the recipes. 
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Stolen Weekend 


Continued from Page 27 
( 8 


elevator, and though she hadn’t recognized 
me I could have sworn it was she. She 
was one of the girls in my club—THE 
GILDED TWELVE—and I couldn't, for 
the life of me, imagine why she would be 
here now, in Detroit, at the Plaza Charlton 
hotel. And with a man who wasn’t her hus- 
band! I could have been wrong—maybe 
it wasn’t Ethylyn, but it certainly looked 
an awlul lot like her. But what did it mat- 
ter, I finally shrugged. After all, she 
hadn’t recognized me, and even if she had, 
I at least had been alone. 

I flipped on the radio to break the mo- 
notony and started humming Cottage For 
Sale, one of Billy Eckstine’s old record- 
ings which some disc jockey was playing. 
I remembered that it had been on the juke 
box at the Royal Palm tavern where Phil 
worked when I first met him. He had 
played it over and over that night and 
flirted with me in every way he knew how, 
but I had kept him in his place then. 

Now I was hearing that same song again 
and remembering Phil’s words: “/f you 
ever get lonely, just remember—you know 
where you can find me...” It was strange 
how that song seemed to bob in and out of 
our lives, and it was strange, too, that its 
words seemed to fit the dead-end pattern 
that my marriage had become. 

I stared down at my wrist watch and 
started to the bathroom to draw my bath 
water. Phil wouldn’t be here for another 
three hours and I found myself wishing 
that he had flown over with me from Chi- 
cago instead of driving over in my car. 
These three hours would be wasted with 
nothing to do but sit here and wait, I 
thought restlessly. Then as I plopped into 
a chair and tried to relax for a minute, I 
began to think how daring it was of me to 
come here like this. True, I liked Phil a 
little—not enough to say we were having 
a real affair—but enough to enjoy being 
with him, and enough to let him be the 
other man in my life for just this once. 

If Claude hadn’t gone off to New York 
for that blamed old convention, I thought 
angrily, maybe I wouldn’t have turned to 
Phil. But I guess it might as well have 
been that as anything else—we just weren’t 
happy together anymore, and as far as 
marriage was concerned we were just keep- 
ing up a good “front” for the public. We 
went to parties and visited with friends 
sometimes on Saturday nights, and with 
his job at the post office and what I made 
working at Mrs. Walker’s hat shop, we 
were able to afford a car, a nice apartment, 
and keep up with ail the club dances and 
social affairs. But at home, there just 
wasn’t any love in our marriage anymore, 
Claude took me for granted, and the only 
thing he seemed to care about at all was 
that blamed old lodge of his. 
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Got Relief from Itching, Stinging 


¢# ECZEMA 


“‘My little girl’s arms and hands 
itched so bad with what was 
called eczema. The itching and 
burning really tormented her 
until I used Black and White 
Ointment. Soon my little girl’s 
itching misery was relieved. 
I’d like to recommend Black 
and White Ointment to all 
mothers who have the same 
problem.”’ 
Rosalie Long 
Far Rockaway, N. Y. 




















Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of blackheads, acne pimples, 
simple ringworm. 3 generous sizes. Get 
more for your money—buy large economy 
sizes. Get Black and White Ointment. 
Cleanse skin with Black and White Soap. 





Moke For Your Money 






Over 
51 
Million 
Packages 













BLACK 2% WHITE OINTM 
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Changeabout 


» Our Huge-Collar’d 
Reversible Coat 
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And when he had come home that night 
and told me that he was going to New 
York for the convention—alone—I couldn’t 
help but think he was just trying to get 
away from me so he could do his dirt be- 
hind my back. 

“What do you mean, you’ve got to go 
alone?” I had exploded. “If you don’t want 
me along why don’t you just come out and 
say it instead of trying to be a sneak about 
it and pretend we don’t have enough 
money i 

“But we don’t have enough money for 
both of us to go!” Claude had insisted. 
“The notes are due on the car, the rent’s 
due. Where do you think the money’s 
coming from? I got part of mine from the 
lodge—at least enough to get there and 
back. Besides, this is business! I’m going 
there to tend to business, not take a vaca- 
tion!” 

“T know how much business you’re going 
to attend to!” I accused him hotly. “Don’t 
think for a minute I don’t know what goes 
on at those conventions! Business!! Yes, 
it is business, isnt it? ?” 

Claude looked at me disgustedly then 
stormed out of the room. I wanted to shout 
something after him, something clever and 
hurting, but in my bitter rage I couldn’t 
think of a thing. 

Later that night, at club meeting, talk 
about the convention in New York came 
up again. One of the other girls in the 
club had said she was going along with 
her husband, and someone had asked if I 
was going with Claude. When I said I 
wasn’t there seemed to be .a quick ex- 
change of significant glances which 
prompted me to get on the defense. 

“Oh, I don’t mind at all,” I said airily. 
“Claude’s going to be terribly busy, being 
a delegate and all, so I figure we wouldn’t 
have much time for fun even if I went. Be- 
sides, we’ve been to New York before and 
I don’t feel that I’m missing anything.” I 
tried to keep my voice indifferent and cas- 
ual, but I could tell what they were think- 
ing. I wasn’t a good liar, and I guess my 
real feelings must have been written all 
over my face. 

For in a moment, someone said: “Well, 
if it was my husband Id be going along, 
delegate or no delegate. He’d never leave 
me at home while he’s out traipsing around 
with some blonde in some night club. No, 
sir-r-ee-eee! Not this sister!” Then there 
was a Chorus of laughter and I felt terri- 
bly hurt inside. I pretended to take what 
had been said as a joke, but in the back 
of my mind I knew it was true, and I felt 
miserable. 

I guess that was why I warmed up to 
Phil when we stopped in the Royal Palm 
that night for drinks before going home. 
\ll the other times I had turned him off 
when he tried to flirt with me, and even 
though the girls sometimes teased me 
about him, I just figured it was best not 
to get mixed up in any affair with him 
that they could know about. 

Phil was nice, yes, but I figured, too, 











that anybody as handsome as he was 
couldn’t get serious over any one woman, 
certainly not a married woman. What 
could an affair with him possibly mean to 
me? I’d be just another woman on his 
string, somebody he could have, then dis- 
card when he was tired of playing. So for 
that reason I’d always kept him at a safe 
distance and paid for my own drinks. 

But tonight was different. I needed 
someone to turn to to get even with Claude 
and Phil was the closest at hand. 

When we walked in the place he was 
there as usual behind the bar, flashing that 
broad personality smile of his, and looking 
impeccably clean in his white bar jacket 
and black string tie. His black wavy hair 
seemed to glisten under the soft, mirrored 
lighting and the fusion of rose and blue 
colors seemed to transform his hickory tan 
complexion into fine, smooth satin, unblem- 
ished and unmarked. 

“Hi, glamor girl!” he greeted me when 
I seated myself at the bar. “What’ll it be, 
the usual?” 

“Maybe.” I said meaningfully. “Maybe 
tonight I'd like to try something different. 
Got any suggestions?” 

He looked at me quizzically and searched 
my eyes for some deeper meaning. I 
met his gaze and held it long enough for 
him to understand what I had meant. It 
was such a change of character for me, 
that he couldn’t have helped but catch the 
full meaning of what I had said. Then 
when he had mixed our drinks and served 
tl.em all around, he came back to me and 
leaned across the bar. 

“T don’t get it,” he said soberly. “You 
have a change of heart or something? One 
time you’re giving me the brush off, next 
time you're giving me the ol’ come-on, 
What goes?” 

“Why don’t you try and find out,” I 
teased. “That is—if you're interested.” 

Phil held me again in his eyes and I saw 
that they were deep brown and warm. 
“The old man didn’t run out on you, did 
he?” he asked finally. 

“No,” I smiled. “Not as bad as that. I’m 
still married, if that’s what you mean. 
But, you remember what you said about 
being lonely? Well, maybe a girl does get 
lonely sometimes, if you know what I 
mean.” 


HIL GRINNED conceitedly, then hur- 

ried off to the other end of the bar to 
wait on some customer who had been sig- 
naling impatiently. At intervals he kept 
setting another drink before me without 
my asking, and when I got ready to leave 
that night and started to pay for my drinks 
as usual, he shook his head and said, “for- 
get it. This one’s on the house.” I slipped 
my money back into my purse to keep the 
other girls from seeing, then lingered back 
long enough to tell him Id call later. 

The next day Claude left for New York. 
I helped him pack his bags and somehow 
felt glad that he was going without me. He 
could have New York, his convention, the 
parties, and all the blondes he wanted, I 





reflected. Little Ella Mae wasn’t going to 
be left out! No, sir! Not as long as Phi] 
was available. 

Then when he left the house and I was 
sure he was on the train, I bathed and 
dressed and went straight to the Royal 
Palm. I explained to Phil that I would be 
a “free” woman for the next five days and 
threw out broad hints about my intentions, 
He was as glad and enthusiastic as a little 
boy who had just been told by his mother 
that he could go swimming. 

At night we went to after-hour spots 
when he got off, and though I lived in con. 
stant fear of being recognized by someone 
I knew, I had the gayest times I’d ever had 
in life. Phil told me how he had always 
looked forward to the evenings when I and 
the girls in the club would drop by the 
Royal Palm, and over and over he kept 
telling me how he really felt about me. 

I was too thrilled with it all to care 
about anything. I knew that it would end 
all to soon, but I was determined to have 
the happiest and gayest time I possibly 
could. I was willing to go the limit, if 
necessary, and I guess Phil must have 
known it when he suggested that we spend 
the weekend in Detroit at the Plaza Charl. 
ton. 

“T’ll have the weekend off,” he had said, 
“but I can’t get away until after the joint 
closes Friday night. Why don’t you go 
ahead and hop a plane and let me come on 
later—in your car. That way nobody 
would have to know—about us, I mean— 
and we could have all day Saturday and 
Saturday night.” 

It had sounded so wonderful I hadn't 
hesitated to give him my answer. And now 
that I was here, in Detroit, waiting. I was 
sure that nothing could spoil the happi- 
ness that both of us knew would surely be 
ours. Phil had said, “I know you're think- 
ing this is just another passing flirtation 
with me, Ella. But it isn’t. I’ve been going 
around in a swim ever since that first night 
you came in the place. Now you've led me 
on, and I can’t think straight. And what's 
worse, I don’t want to. I only know I just 
want you...” 

As I sat there alone in my hotel room, 
thinking, remembering the exciting, reck- 
less hours I had lived through the last few 
days, I was suddenly startled by an in 
sistent knocking at the door. I was so sure 
that it was Phil arriving ahead of schedule 
that I rushed to the door and flung it open 
without waiting to ask first who it was. 
But I drew back just as quickly, regretting 
my impulsiveness, when I saw that it was 
not Phil, but Ethylyn, the girl who be 
longed to my club whom I had seen in the 
lobby. 

“Why, Ethylyn!” I cried, feigning sur 
prise. “What on earth are you doing in 
Detroit!” 

Her eyes swept past me, taking in the 
room in one quick glance. “You tell me 
first. then I'll tell you,” she laughed and 
slipped past me without waiting to be im 
vited in. 

The first thoughts that flashed through 
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happen if he should arrive and find her 
here. She had settled herself in a comfort- 
able chair and it was obvious that she in- 
tended to stay a while and gossip. I would 
have to get rid of her somehow, I thought, 
knowing I couldn’t afford to let her share 
my secret. 

“IT hope you didn’t mind my asking the 
bellboy what room you were in,” she apol- 
ogized as I closed the door and sat down 
on the settee across from her. “I wasn’t 
quite sure it was you at first when I 
glanced back and saw you getting into the 
elevator. But I told myself, ‘there’s not 
but one girl I know with a figure like that 
and that’s Ella Mae Marshall. Couldn’t be 
anybody else.’” She laughed dryly and 
thumped a cigarette out of a pack she had 
taken from her purse. 

Some of the tightness went out of me 
at the knowledge that she had found 
out my room number from the bellboy, 
rather than from the desk. At least she 
didn’t know I was registered under an- 
other name. Then after a moment of 
strained silence, I said finally, “Well, it 
looks like you guessed right for once!” 

“Huh?” She gave me a surprised look. 
“Oh, you mean about knowing it was you? 
Well, it was an accident, really. I just 
happened to look back—not for any par- 
ticular reason—and caught a glimpse of 
you when you stepped into the elevator.” 
Then changing the subject, she said, quick- 
ly, “But you didn’t mention anything at 
club meeting the other night about com- 
ing to Detroit. Or did you? I certainly 
wish I had known; we could have made 
the trip together.” 

“Oh, I didn’t know I was coming then,” 
I put in hurriedly. “This was one of those 
spur-of-the-moment things. I—TI got sort 
of lonesome with Claude being away and 
all, so I just decided all at once that I'd 
run over here for the weekend. And here 
I am.” 

Ethylyn leaned forward and made a 
funny little gesture of pretending to peer 
around the closet door. “You’re sure you 
haven’t got a tall, handsome six-footer 
stashed around here somewhere?” she 
laughed. “That lonesome gag is kinda 
worn out, if you know what I mean!” 

“Why, Ethylyn Saunders!” I cried in- 
dignantly. 

“Oh, come off it, Ella,” she shot back 
quickly. “Can’t a body tease without you 
taking on so? You sound like something’s 
eatin’ you. Relax! Have fun!” 

“I'm sorry,” I apologized. “I guess may- 
be I did sound a little stuffy. But tell me, 
seriously, what are you doing in Detroit?” 

For a moment Ethylyn’s face clouded 
and she stared at me thoughtfully. “Same 
reason as yours, I guess—if you want *o 
look at it that way. Only, maybe with me 
its a little different. She paused and 
fingers began twisting nervously the wed- 
ding band she wore on her third finger, 
left hand. Then lowering her voice, she 
said quietly, “This isn’t the first time I’ve 
been here on a weekend. There’ve been 
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other times—many of them. And I haven’t 
been alone, either.” 

As Ethylyn spoke, I pictured her in tight 
embrace with a handsome man, 

“You mean...” 

“Yes. But it’s not altogether like you 
think.” 

“Oh, but I didn’t mean it like that .. .” 

“It’s quite all right, Ella,” she stopped 
me. “I know what you’re thinking, and in 
some ways you're right. But that’s only 
part of the story.” Her voice trailed off, 
and the tense lines in her face seemed to 
tighten, casting her in a new light. She 
seemed haggard, worn, as if some deep 
hurt was smouldering inside ker straining 
to be unburdened. I had never seen her 
like this before, I thought to myself. She 
seemed so completely different from the 
gay, animated person I had always known 
at club meetings and it gave me a queer 
t€ eling. 

“I’m sorry, Ethylyn,” I said finally. “I— 
I didn’t mean to pry. Perhaps we’d better 
change the subject.” 

“No, Ella. I’ve gone this far; you might 
as well know the rest. You’re not prying. 
I've got to talk it out with someone— 
someone who might understand.” Sudden- 
ly tears flooded her eyes and she flung 
herself across the arm of the chair, sob- 
bing. “Oh, Ella, I’ve been such a fool! I 
don’t deserve anything decent from any- 
body “dg 

“Ethylyn, please! You mustn’t!” I tried 
to restrain her, but it was no use. She was 
sobbing it all out, telling me in muffled, 
jerky phrases what I had already partly 


guessed. 


T DIDN’T MAKE SENSE at first, but 

when I began putting the loose half- 
sentences together I soon had a complete 
picture of what had caused her to break 
down in this strange outburst of emotions. 
Ihe man I had seen her with earlier in 
the lobby was the man she had been com- 
ing to Detroit to see for more than a year. 
They had met in Chicago one night at a 
bar where Ethylyn had gone to try to for- 
get a quarrel she had had with her hus- 
band. 

Friendly letters followed for a while, 
then they began seeing each other secret- 
ly. sometimes in Chicago, sometimes in 
Detroit. The worst part of it was that he 
had a wife and two children, and though 
Ethylyn had known this in the beginning, 
she had willingly gone on seeing him, be- 
lieving that he had meant what he had 
said about getting a divorce later on and 
marrying her. But he hadn’t. And today 
he had told her that it had all been a mis- 
take, that he was through, and for her not 
to try to see him again. 

My heart went out for her as I sat there 
listening to her pitiful confession, but there 
was still one question in the back of my 
mind that had gone unanswered. I knew 
I had no right to ask, but my curiosity had 
to be satisfied. And when at last she had 
quieted enough to dry her eyes and light a 


54 








fresh cigarette, I put it to her directly so 
there could be no evading an answer. 

“And what about Jim—your husband? 
Did he know that you were being—I mean, 
did he know that you were seeing this 
other man?” 

Her lips began trembling and the tears 
came back to her eyes all over again. “I 
don’t know, Ella!” she sobbed worriedlv. 
“There were times when I| thought he did, 
and there were other times when I wasn’t 
so sure. But it didn’t matter. It wouldn’t 
have made any difference either way. 
There wasn’t any marriage left between 
us and I was just waiting for the time to 
come when I could—when I could . . . Oh, 
Ella, I’ve made such a mess of things! 
How could I have been this big a fool?” 

Again her sobs became the only sound 
in the room. I sat there feeling sorry for 
her, yet at the same time kept turning over 
in my mind the thought that except for a 
hair’s difference we were actually two of a 
kind. How strange, I thought, that we 
should be here like this, both of us in the 
same boat, so to speak. 

Finally, after a long quiet I said evenly, 
“Look, Ethylyn, I don’t mean to be hurry- 
ing you off, but maybe after you’ve had a 
good warm bath and a little rest you'll feel 
better. I’ve still got a few things to take 
care of, but I'll call you in a little while 
and maybe then we can decide on some- 
thing.” 

She welcomed the suggestion, and when 
she had gone I fell back against the door, 
relieved that Phil had not come while she 
was still there. Not that I didn’t trust her 
now to share my secret after what she had 
told me, but it was best that she didn’t 
know. Then as I started to the bath that 
I had forgotten, a queer feeling suddenly 
came over me—like being brought back to 
reality after walking around in a blind fog. 

Somehow, nothing seemed as sparkling 
and romantic as it once had. I felt cheap 
and grimy, and the memory of Ethylyn’s 
bitter experience left me with a dull feel- 
ing of dread. I had a strange feeling that 
I had been caught in the middle of my 
own plotting and scheming and it made 
me feel uneasy and uncomfortable. 

I scarcely had time to freshen up and 
slip into my dress when a cautious knock 
at the door told me that this time it must 
be Phil. My heart skipped several beats 
then suddenly seemed to stop pumping at 
all. I stood frozen in the middle of the 
room, realizing now what those few re- 
maining steps between me and the door 
could mean in turning the entire course 
of my life. I heard Phil call softly, “Ella? 
Are you there, Ella?” and, without an- 
swering him, I strode boldly to the door 
and unlocked it, a determined smile on my 
face and resolute decision reflected in my 
every move. 

“Hi, sugar!” Phil greeted me happily 
and swept me into his arms before I had 
a chance to turn away from him. Then, 
impulsively, his lips were seeking mine, 
hungrily, passionately, as though we were 





long separated lovers seeing each other 
for the first time after long years of ab. 
sence. I turned my face away and gasped 
breathlessly, “No, Phil! No! Please... ] 
can’t!” Then wrenching free, I turned my 
back to him and walked to the other side 
of the room. He stood there, surprised, 
puzzled, disappointment written all over 
his face. 

“Sa-aa-aaa-y! Is that any kind of a wel- 
come to give a fellow?” he said finally. “I 
don’t get it. I come here, expecting to find 
you waiting with open arms and instead 
you give me the brush. How come? What'd 
I do wrong?” 

I turned to him and took a step nearer 
my weekend bag on the bed still open. 
“I’m not staying, Phil,” I said quietly, 
“T—I’m going back to Chicago.” 

“Oh, now surely you can’t mean this. | 
just got here. We’re going to do the town, 
remember? You must be joking.” He gave 
a little dry laugh, and kept looking in my 
face for some meaning. “Yeah, that’s it. 
You’re playing a little joke on me. That’s 
it, isn’t it? Oh, brother! For a while there 
I thought you really... .” 

“No, Phil,” I cut him off. “It’s not a 
joke. I am going back to Chicago—now— 
this afternoon.” To show him I meant what 
I was saying I began tossing back into the 
weekend bag the few things that I had un- 
packed. He moved closer to me, seeing 
now that I was serious, and began trying 
to dissuade me. 

“But, Ella, this isn’t fair! You're just 
frightened, that’s all. Let’s get something 
to eat first, then maybe you'll feel better. 
Then tonight we can take in a few night 
clubs like we planned and you'll feel al- 
together different. What do you say? 
Huh?” 

“Tt’s no use, Phil. My mind’s made up. 
I’m sorry you had to drive all the way over 
here—for nothing, but that’s the way 
things are.” Then snapping my bag shut, 
and gathering up my purse and hat, I held 
out my hand. “My car keys, please. If you 
don’t mind.” 

The disappointment in his face had 
turned to anger and as he jammed his 
hand in his pocket and thrust the ring of 
keys toward me, I thought to myself that 
it was shabby of me to treat him this way, 
but it was best to end it now rather than 
end up confused and hurt like Ethylyn. 

It was late that night when I got home. 
The house was still dark and silent just as 
I had left it. I had dropped Ethylyn off at 
her place, thankful that she had_ been 
good company on the long drive back, but 
even more thankfu! that everything seemed 
to be working out for the better. As we 
had talked along the way, she had vowed 
that she would try to make it all up to her 
husband for the terrible mistake she had 
made and try to find again some of the 
happiness they had lost. 

Several times I had wanted to say how 
grateful I was to her for coming to me and 
sharing her secret, helping me to see what 
a fool I had been, but each time I had de 
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cided against it, reminding myself that it 
was better left unsaid. No one knew now 
the wrong I had almost done and no one 
need know—ever. 

Claude didn’t get back from his conven- 
tion until early that Monday morning. He 
sent me a wire, telling me what train he 
was coming in on, and when he finally got 
to the house I had a good breakfast of 
waffles and link sausages waiting for him. 
He seemed surprised that I had been so 
thoughtful, but it put him in a good mood, 
as I had hoped it would, and I was glad. 
He talked cheerfully of some of the things 
that had gone on at the convention, and I 
laughed and talked right along with him, 
even though I wasn’t really interested. It 
was a bright, cheerful morning for us in 
contrast to that evening a few days ago 
when he had left and we had quarrelled so 
bitterly. 

But later that day, when we decided to 
spend the afternoon at a downtown movie, 
Claude almost caught me off guard when 
he came into the kitchen asking, “what 
happened to the car?” He had 
the garage and found it dirty and insect- 
spattered where I had driven back from 
Detroit. 

“What do you mean, dear?” 
nocently. 

“The car—it’s all dirty. Looks like it’s 
been on a trip. You been somewhere while 


gone [to 
I asked in- 


I was gone?” 

I searched frantically in my mind for a 
ready answer, then laughing, “Oh, I 
forgot to get it washed. I drove over to 
Detroit over the weekend with some of the 
girls in the club, and I guess I completely 
forgot about getting it cleaned up.” 

His only answer was a sigh of disgust 
as he turned and started rummaging in a 
closet for a rag to wipe it off. But as my 
eyes followed him out the back door I 
prayed a silent prayer of thankfulness. I 
had lied, yes—a little white lie—but I 
knew it was the last lie I’d ever have to 
tell my husband. I wished secretly that I 
could have thanked Ethylyn in that mo- 
ment for making it possible for me not to 
have told a bigger lie, but when I see her 
now at club meetings, I know that no 
thanks of mine could ever add in any way 
to the married happiness she has found 
at last. 

And though the girls in the club often 
ask us why we don’t stop by the Royal 
Palm with them any more after club meet- 
ings, we both usually manage to keep se- 
cret our real reasons with vague 
But there’s a deep understanding just be- 
tween us that they—or nobody else. for 


that matter—ever will know. THE END 
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He Bought My Love 


(Continued from Page 29) 


gave the living room a gay touch. Adding 
wonderful color to the demanding gray 
were perfect abstractly patterned drapes at 
the windows, blotched with red and green 
and black. 

Talking to me was an oddly handsome 
man, fully 10 years older than my 25 years, 
As if by design he was dressed in an ex- 
pensive gray flannel suit, white shirt and 
maroon and gray neck-tie. His shoes were 
the conventional black, still hinting of a 
shine despite the slosh they had tread in. 
He, too, was holding a drink, hardly 
touched. He was too busy talking, trying 
to convince me, to sip on his Tom Collins. 

“Ivy,” he said, “Ivy dearest, what have 
you done to me?” 

I was still trembling slightly, still trying 
to pull myself together from a dazzling 
experience we had just shared, an ex- 
perience that had left me weak and won- 
dering. 

John Mason had brought me into this 
cozy apartment, taken my coat, mixed some 
drinks and before I had had a chance to 
take more than a couple sips, had drawn 
me into his arms and crushed his burning 
lips to mine. He had kissed me before but 
never like this. There was urgency in his 
kiss, a demand, a command. I had an- 
swered that command like a child answers 
his mother .. . 

And now, maybe an hour later, I was lis- 
tening to this fascinating man tell me how 
desirable I was. 

“You’ve got me out of my head,” John 
said, nervously fumbling with his cigarette 
lighter, silver and initialed. 

“Ivy, I’ve got to make you mine, all mine. 
You're a beautiful woman and you’re wast- 
ing your time on your job. A creature like 
you wasn’t made for the routine, drab life 
of an office girl. You’re meant for love and 
glamour and excitement, Ivy. Let me give 
them to you.” 

I was glad I was sitting because I could 
feel myself getting weaker. There was a 
funny feeling in the pit of my stomach. | 
had never heard words like these and they 
were the kind that I could feed on. Yet, I 
wasn’t absolutely sure what John was talk- 
ing about. For the first time I began to get 
an idea of what this apartment was all 
about. I knew it wasn’t John’s. But he 
hadn’t given me an opportunity to ask him. 

“I... I’m afraid I don’t understand,” 
I answered him slowly, hoping I was mask- 
ing a fullness that I felt inside. 

“Can’t you see, Ivy?” John answered. 
He had gotten up from the sofa and was 
pacing up and down the floor, smoking, 
almost chewing a cigarette. “From that 
first day in the office, I knew I had to have 
you. This way, I can. This apartment, Ivy. 
It’s yours just for the taking. Quit your 
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job, sweetheart, and let me make you 
happy.” 

Although I had an idea of what John was 
talking about, when he said it, I was a 
little stunned. It took me a little while to 
answer him. 

“You're very flattering, John,” I finally 
answered. “Certainly you know how fond I 
am of you. You made me break my vow 
that I’d never go out with a married man. 
But this, John, I don’t know.” 

From the beginning, John had never hid 
the fact that he was married. If he had 
tried, it would have been useless. I had 
seen him with his wife at an Urban League 
dance a few weeks back. I had thought 
her a striking woman and wondered why 
John would run out on her for me. 

“Think about it, Ivy,” John said, break- 
ing into my thoughts. “You don’t inns to 
give me your answer, tonight.” 

And I did think about. I knew from the 
moment he made the proposal that his idea 
was tailor-made for me. I’m really sur- 
prised that I hesitated. But there was Ted. 
He didn’t enter my mind until John put me 
in a taxi, pressed a bill into my hand and 
gave the driver my address—a government 
dormitory for working girls. 

I embraced the privacy of the cab. I 
needed to be alone to sort out all the ex- 
citing events of the past few hours. John’s 
offer was very tempting. I hated the drab, 
routine, filing job I had in John’s office. 
To accept his offer would be to jump into 
the lap of luxury. It could be so easy— 
mistress to Uncle Sam’s dashing, statistics 
genius. 

But Ted’s boyish face kept sticking its 
nose into my romantic dream. If there 
ever were an opposite to John Mason, it 
was Ted Clover. Youngish, struggling. shy, 
Ted had proposed to me twice but I had 
tactfully put him off each time, not wanting 
to tie myself down to the hum-drum life of 
the wife of a cleaning and pressing shop 
owner, but not wanting to chase Ted away 
in this city of the vanishing man. I liked 
Ted lots. I admired the way he plugged 
away at his growing business. felt humble 
and guilty at the way he showed such deep 
respect and faith in me. 

The pull of the cab to the curb disturbed 
my thoughts of Ted. I looked up and saw 
the familiar dormitory in front of me. I 
felt lonely and bitter as I thought about 
the plain room that waited for me on the 
fourth floor. Absently, I handed the driver 
the bill John had put into my hand and 
which I had clutched all the way home. 
The cabbie looked back at me like I was 
crazy. 

“Lady, I can’t change no $50 bill,” he 
said, a little annoyed. “Ain’t you got no- 
thing smaller?” 

I jerked the bill back from the driver, 
embarrassed and surprised at its size. I 
Tummaged through my purse, found a sin- 
gle and gave it to him. I jumped out of 
the cab and ran into the building without 
waiting for the change. 

Once inside my room, I sank into a chair, 


kicked off my shoes, threw my coat off my 
shoulders and tried again to put the pieces 
together. 

Ted swam back into my mind. I had 
known him for almost the entire two years 
I had been in Washington. We had met at 
one of those parties that made Washington 
famous during the war. There were always 
four or five women to every man and there 
never was a party without that catty rat- 
race for a man. I always managed, by hook 
or crook—mostly crook—to get a man and 
at this particular party, Ted was that man. 

Maybe it was the great difference in our 
personalities that drew us together. My 
aggressiveness opposed his shyness. My 
flair for excitement often embarrassed him 
because his interests were routine. I liked 
jazz. He liked classics. About the only 
thing we had in common was ambition. 
But even that was different. Ted wanted 
to get to the top by hard work. I wanted 
to get there the easy way. 

Maybe we had just been brought up dif- 
ferently. I know I learned my philosophy 
of life as a member of the Rangerettes, 
girl auxiliary to the Rangers, one of Phila- 
delphia’s toughest gangs. To join, you had 
to learn to steal. I had made quick prog- 
ress as a Rangerette, mainly because I was 
big for my age and attractive, even then. 
The chief Ranger had taken a tumble for 
me and soon made me head of the girls’ 
gang. 

My mother and daddy had screamed to 
high heaven about the company I was keep- 
ing but I didn’t pay them attention. They 
were too poor to get me the things I 
wanted, so I got them for myself—the easy 
way. 

But the easy way caught up with me 
when I was 16. I was sent to the Glengo 
School for Wayward Girls after being 
caught stealing a dress. I seethed with 
resentment the whole two years I was there. 
It was during this time that I set a goal 
for myself. I vowed to get to the top and 
I didn’t include hard work in my plan. 


\ 77 HEN I “GRADUATED” from Glengo, 

I went back home but my parents’ 
watchful eyes made me restless. I took off 
for Washington and after almost two years, 
it looked like the most I was going to get 
out of life was Ted. Then John Mason 
came along. 

I went into Office C-1 one day, as I had 
for months and months, to pick up more 
papers to add to the drudgery of my day. 
My heart did a flip flop when I saw a new 
face—a colored face, bending down over 
a computing machine. It was a handsome 
face in an odd sort of way. The owner of 
this welcome, new face didn’t look up. His 
fingers were playing over the keyboard of 
the machine like a concert artist masters 
a piano. Suddenly remembering that I had 
chosen this particular day to wear the first 
new dress I had bought for four months, I 
decided that I would give this new face a 
try. 

I purposely rustled the papers to get his 
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attention. He looked up quickly, nodded 
a formal greeting, and went back to his 
work. I was about to be disappointed, 
when he jerked his head back quickly, 
smiled broadly and creased his forehead 
questioningly. 

I looked at him in his inexpensive suit, 
the tie that didn’t match. His hands al- 
ways looking for something to fiddle with, 
to ease his nerves. His face was clean 
shaven, his mustache shaped. But Ted 
looked just what he was—a country boy 
trying to make it in the city. I knew I had 
made the right decision. 

We sat on one of the sofas in the large 
lounge and I told Ted I was leaving town. 
I told him I was tired of Washington and 
was going back to Philadelphia. I figured 
I could get away with this lie because Ted 
roomed and worked on one side of the city 
and I would be living in another. Our 
paths would hardly cross and he didn’t 
know my address in Philadelphia. 

He was obviously hurt and it showed. If 
| ever doubted that Ted loved me, I lost it 
then. He begged me not to go. He pleaded 
with me to marry him. He promised that 
in less than two years, we would be in our 
own home, with our own kids. He was 
wasting his time—and mine. 

I accepted his offer to take me to the 
station when I left town, telling him Id 
eall him to let him know the day and time. 

| felt a twinge of conscience about tell- 
ing this lie and when he finally got up to 
leave and kissed me tenderly on my cheek 
and walked out of the lounge, doubts 
clouded my thoughts again. A solid, de- 
pendable guy had just walked out of my 
life. I had turned away a man who would 
make somebody a fine husband. 

I shook off these doubts, went to my 
room, started gathering my personal be- 
longings to pack up for a destination in 
life I had long clamored for. I saw gay, 
carefree days ahead of me. No more get- 
ting up at 6:30 to make it to work on time. 
No more long, monotonous hours of A for 
Adams, B for Baker, C for Carter, etc, etc. 
I had “arrived” and I couldn’t wait to 
start my new life as a “lady of leisure”. 

In another week I had moved into the 
beautiful, little apartment that promised 
to be the real answer to my dreams. I went 
from room to room, humming, touching the 
gleaming refrigerator in the kitchen, the 
brilliant red shower curtains in the bath, 
the crinkley, new bed spread in the bed 
room. I found a large box on the bed. It 
was wrapped in snowy white paper and 
tied into a beautiful bow with some of the 
prettiest ribbon I had ever seen. The name 
on the box was that of Washington’s most 
exclusive women’s stores. The name on the 
card tied to the box was mine. “Ivy”, it 
said. That was all. 

! opened the box carefully so I wouldn’t 
destroy the paper and the ribbon. Inside 
was the sheerest, most intimate negligee 
imaginable. It was white. I picked it up 
gingerly, held it against my body and felt 


more like a woman than I had for a long 
time. 

John came that night. He had called 
to say he would be over about eight o’clock. 
I took special pains as I dressed for him. 
I wore a dress he had said he liked and 
was sitting on the sofa trying to read a 
magazine when I heard his key in the door. 
My heart jumped and I hoped I would act 
however I was supposed to act. 

John was very pleasant. He immediately 
mixed some drinks, talked about unim- 
portant things for a little while and then, 
as though he had been waiting to get to 
this point, he looked at me quickly and 
asked tactfully: 

“You did get the package, didn’t you 
Ivy?” 

“Oh, yes, John,” I answered. “Thanks 
so much. It’s beautiful.” 

John hesitated, looked down at the drink 
in his hand, then looked straight at me. 

“Won't you put it on for me, please?” 

I almost smiled at the way he asked me. 
He was almost shy as he spoke the words. 
I had known him only as a commanding, 
sure, aggressive but polite person. What 
I had seen was a new side of my lover. I 
thought to myself that I’d probably uncover 
many new sides to John Mason. 

I got up from the sofa, leaned over and 
kissed John on the cheek and answered. 

“For you—anything.” 

I disappeared into the bedroom where 
the negligee was laid out on the bed. I was 
back in the living room in a matter of min- 
utes. I had checked in the full length mir- 
ror before I made my appearance and I was 
quite satisfied with the way I looked. 

John was sitting on the sofa, his hands 
clasped when I walked back into the living 
room. When he saw me he jumped to his 
feet and stared. I could see desire crawl- 
ing all over him. I watched as his eyes 
bulged and his lips trembled. All of a sud- 
den passion seized complete control of him 
—and me, too.. 

The next day my heart sang with my 
voice as I put clothes into the dresser, 
colognes on the shelves and generally 
straightened out my new home. I felt funny 
not being at work. I still tingled from the 
night before and I was beginning to have 
that feeling about John. I had no con- 
science about the way I was living. I knew 
I was defying every law of man and God. 
The fact that John had a wife who rated 
first didn’t bother me. 

All I knew was that I didn’t have to go 
to work. I didn’t have to pay any rent, or 
worry about food, or clothes, or pin money. 
That was the bargain I had made with 
John. And the wonderful thing about it 
all was that I was falling in love with my 
lover. 

As the weeks passed, John captivated 
me even more. Always he was the perfect 
lover. Never forgetting that a woman lives 
for love, for flattery, attention and recog- 
nition. He often brought gifts—candy, flow- 
ers, clothes, intimate little things. We 
rarely went out. When we did it was for 


a drive or an excursion to an out-of-the-way 
roadhouse we both liked. 

We made love often. John came to the 
apartment as many times as he could. 
Sometimes we would just sit in front of 
the fireplace, John’s head in my lap. Some- 
time we would talk or read or John would 
sleep. I was almost insanely happy 
wrapped in my narrow, sinful world. 

And so it went for months. Then, ab- 
ruptly, the honeymoon was over. I watched 
unbelievably as the polish peeled off John. 
The wonderfully polite, tender and gentle 
man I knew almost overnight became a 
demon. He seemed to have become crazed 
with the sudden realization that he owned 
me and could do with me what he wished. 

It started one night when he called to 
say he’d be over about six. That was 
earlier than he usually showed up and | 
decided to fix dinner for the two of us. | 
waited and waited for John to come but 
it was near midnight when he appeared. 
By then I was cross, hungry and tired. | 
let him know how I felt. 

“What difference does it make to you?” 
he shot back. 

I was surprised at his reaction because | 
had never seen him act that way before. 

“Well, after all,” I said, “I did have 
dinner waiting. I haven’t eaten a thing.” 

John was absolutely nasty. He told me 
if I didn’t like what he did to get out. I was 
deeply hurt by his words and the way he 
said them but I didn’t fight back. Instead 
I apologized even though I didn’t know 
what I was apologizing for. When John 
saw I was taking low, he ordered me to 
take my clothes off and parade around the 
room. This was a new twist and I hesi- 
tated. 

“What do you mean, John?” I asked, 
clenching my fist, a little fearful about the 
rest of the evening. 

“You heard me,” John shouted back. 
“What do you think I pay you for?” 

These words cut me like a knife. I had 
never allowed myself to think of our rela- 
tionship in these terms but here was John 
—gentle, sweet John—spitting at me with 
contempt. I couldn’t imagine what had 
come over him. But I decided I had bet- 
ter not try to find out... 

From that night on, it was one whim 
after another. I was gradually becoming 
a broken woman, never offering any resist- 
ance to anything John asked. Fortunately, 
he was his old self most of the time, but 
ever so often something evil consumed him 
and that meant I was in for a night of hell. 

As we entered the second year of our 
strange relationship, I realized that I had 
become nothing more than John’s play- 
thing. But I couldn’t force myself to back 
out of it because I was still living the best 
and the easiest I had ever known. And ! 
didn’t want to give that up. Though ! 
hated many of the insults and indignities 
that went with being John’s mistress, ! 
reveled in the security I thought I was 
getting for nothing. 
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till nothing was ever said about John’s 
wife. I had ceased being curious about the 
stunning woman I had seen at the dance. 
Obviously she lacked something I had. And 
whatever it was was not my concern. 


GUESS MY LIFE with John might have 

gone on and on if about two months 
later he hadn’t done the one thing I had 
never allowed a man to do and get away 
with. He beat me. 

He had come to the apartment unex- 
pectedly this night and found me gone. | 
had simply gone to a movie—alone. I had 
no friends. I had given them up for John 
and his way of living. But I couldn’t stand 
the loneliness that struck me after I had 
been cooped up in the apartment for night 
after night after night. So this particular 
night, I just went to a movie. John was 
waiting for me when I came in. He was 
boiling mad. 

“Where have you been?” he asked even 
before I had a chance to take my coat off 
and say hello. I had been very surprised 
to find him sitting in the living room. He 
always called and let me know if he was 
coming over or not. 

“Hi, John, dear,” 
rushing over to kiss him even before I hung 
“T got a little bored and went 
I wish I had known you were 


I answered sweetly, 


my coat up. 
to the movie. 
coming over.” 

John brushed my kiss aside and grabbed 
me.with both his hands. “Let me tell you 
one thing.” he said, his face leering into 
mine. “You don’t leave this house at night 
unless you let me know in advance. I won’t 
have you running all over town when I’m 
here looking for you. Do you understand?” 

I was so shocked at the way he was talk- 
ing, I honestly couldn’t answer. 

“Do you understand?” he asked again, 
slowly and between gritted teeth. He was 
running over with anger. “Answer me!” 
he commanded. 

Maybe I hesitated, trying to think of 
something to say. I don’t know. All I re- 
member was the crash of his bare hand 
against my face and the utter disbelief I 
felt when I realized a man had hit me. I 
drew back, my eyes wide. My hand in- 
stinctively went up to my smarting face. 
John acted like a wild man. He kept shout- 
ing for me to answer him and when I just 
couldn’t, he hit me again and again. 

I dropped to the floor crying. I was a 
beaten woman. Not only had John Mason 
whipped me with his fist, he had gradually 
but surely knocked every bit of respect out 
of me, every ounce of decency. He had 
systematically made a slave of me. These 
thoughts raced through my mind as I lay 
on the floor of this den of sin and cried 
like a spanked pup. My dream had burst. 
My idea of living had backfired. I was a 
lost woman. 

It was not until I had picked my snivel- 
ing self up from the floor that I realized 
that John had gone. The apartment was 
empty except for me and my splitting head- 
ache. The gorgeous three-room apartment 








How to Build Up the Glory o 


A GORGEOUS 
HEAD OF HAIR 


So Silky-Soft and Lustrous; Looking 


So Rich and Long 


It’s thrilling to see what happens 
when you bless your hair with the 
beautifying benefits of Sulfur-8. 
Your poor dried-out hair soon be- 
gins to look fuller, smoother, longer, 
and feel invitingly soft and rich. 
Those frizzy split ends are relieved, 
and the ugly dandruff scales just 
disappear. You realize that at last 
your hair is being given a chance to 
reveal its full natural length—glow- 
ing with healthy looking lustre. 





Certain hair troubles and scalp 
troubles often go together. So don’t 
neglect your scalp when you are 
seeking better looking hair. 


Sulfur-8 Hair and Scalp Condi- 
tioner helps both ways. It benefits 
the scalp as it works to build up hair 
beauty with softness and radiance. 

HOW SULFUR-8 WORKS 

TO HELP YOUR SCALP 
When you use Sulfur-8 as directed, 
notice how that vitalizing massage 
action with the penetrating sulfur- 
lanolin formula makes your scalp 
feel more alive and healthy, and 
how soon your dry scalp itching is 
relieved. Sulfur-8 does so much to 
supplement your vital natural scalp 
oils that you can see and feel the 











difference right away. Watch your 
scalp thrive on Sulfur-8! 


The Power of Sulfur-8 


LIKE A DOCTOR’S PRESCRIPTION for 
the hair and scalp, Sulfur-8 is a 
combination of valuable medically 
recognized ingredients, including a 
sensational new scientific “super- 
sulfur.” ONLY SULFUR-8 has that 
great formula! 


Get Sulfur-8 at the drug store today 
and give it a real chance (don’t ex- 
pect over-night miracles!) to bring 
out that big, glorious improvement. 
You'll like the new pleasant fragrance 
of Sulfur-8. You'll love the way it feels 
when you use it. But most of all, you'll 
be thrilled beyond belief when you 
see what it actually does! 
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To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC CO., 1478-M, Broadway, New York 36, N. Y. 








STOP MAKING MISTAKES IN 
ERNGLiskt 


With the new CAREER INSTITUTE METHOD 
= you can stop making mistakes in English, build 
up your vocabulary, speed up your reading, im- 
prove your spelling, acquire real writing skill, learn 
the ‘secrets” of fluent conversation. Hundreds of 
men and women have become effective speakers, 
writers, and conversationalists—without going back 
to school—by using the CAREER INSTITUTE METHOD. 
Costs little. Takes only 15 minutes a day at home. 32-page 
booklet mailed FREE upon request. Send card or letter NOW! 








Career | , Dept. 14110, 25 E. Jackson, Chicago 4 
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can train at home in 12 weeks for 
fine, steady earnings as a graduate 


FRACTICAL WORSE! 


In good times or bad, war 

the demand for PRACTICAL 
NURSES is always bigger than the 
supply! Seize this opportunity by 
earning the famous LINCOLN 


Pincus soo. ns 


LINCOLN SCHOOL, 805LarrabeeSt., Dept. T-10, Los Angeles 46, Calif. 
Rush Fascinating 16-Page Free Booklet “Careers in Nursing”’. 


DIPLOMA... Age, education not 
important. Earn while learning. 
Physician-endorsed course. Avere 
age lesson only $1.48! . . . Easiest 
installments. Investigate now. 
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YOU! 
18 Cards 
$400 


envelopes 





and 


(A $2.70 VALUE) 


Never before have such 
beauty, spiritual value 
and dignity been so lux- 
uriously combined in a 
Christmas assortment! In 
this fine selection of 18 
cards and envelopes you'll 
find just the right card 
for all of your friends 
and neighbors. These 
cards would sell in retail 
shops for 15¢ each — a 
$2.70 value! If you act 
today, they are yours for 
just $1.00 per box! Order 
now—don’t delay! 


A Product of 
MESSENGER CORP. 
Auburn, Indiana 


Attractive discounts for 
dealers and organizations. 
Write for details. 





MARIA STUDIOS 


Dept. T-10, Rt. 1, Grabill, Indiana 


Please send me _________. boxes of 
Ebony ’N Gold Christmas cards. I en- 
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Work in fabulous So. America, The Islands, Africa, 
os , or other foreign countries. All Trades, 


Labor, Clerical, Drivers, Mechanics, Engineers, etc. 
Many benefits. 


Tax-free earnings. Chance to travel. 
Fare paid if hired. Make and save a fortune. 
Application forms. Opportunities for women also. 
For free information Write Dept. 7 6 H 
NATIONAL EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION 
1020 Broad, Newark, N. J. 








OLD LEG SORES 


Easy to use Viscose Applications may 
heal many old leg sores due to venous 
congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 
ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 
4 BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 

TRIAL-plan. 


N.T.VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, IMinois — 















-a Sound Trade 
or Business 


Baking is one of America’s high 
industries in wages. Not sea- 
sonable. but year ’round good 
= field for trained experienced men. Thor- 
ough basic spare time home study course 
lays solid foundation. If you have apti- 
tude for this type of work, send coupon 
below for FREE Booklet, ‘‘Opportunities 
in Commercial Baking.’’ 





NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 

835 Diversey Parkway Dept. 3237 Chicago 14, III. 
i free booklet ‘‘Opportunities in the Baking Industry’’ 
full particulars. 














didn’t seem gorgeous any more. The beauty 
of the place had changed into something 
ugly. I suddenly hated the very things I 
had once loved so dearly—the carpeting, 
the drapes, the television set, the bedroom 
suite. And along with them I hated myself. 

I limped to the bathroom and sought the 
magic of a shower. When I finished I felt 
so much better. My mind was cleared and 
just that quickly it was made up. I was 
going to get out of John’s apartment that 
very night. It wasn’t easy to pack all of 
my belongings into the set of luggage I 
owned. I had to leave some things behind. 
I checked my purse and found I had $54— 
every penny I owned to my name. 

At 2:35 a.m., I called a cab and a half- 
hour later I was in a small hotel room 
getting ready for bed and praying that I 
would be able to sleep and not dream of 
the nightmare I had just shut off. Sur- 
prisingly, I slept like a baby. 

When I awakened the next morning, it 
was with a feeling I had not known for 
months and months. I felt free, not locked 
in. It’s kind of hard to describe but I felt 
like I owned myself again. I knew I had 
to find a job, a place to live and start all 
over again. I knew I had just a little money. 
But oddly enough, I wasn’t afraid. 

I found that getting a job wasn’t as easy 
as it had been. The war was over and the 
government was reducing rather than in- 
creasing its office forces. I checked the 
want ads in the papers and for three full 
days followed through to no avail. It was 
just by luck that I happened to be sitting 
on the right side of a streetcar on the 
fourth day of my want ad chasing and saw 
a sign in a cleaning and pressing shop 
asking for counter help. I pulled the cord 
and got off at the next stop. I was about 
to enter the shop to ask for the job when, 
for the first time in ages, I thought about 
Ted. Good, old, dependable Ted. I refused 
to let myself think how much I would go 
for Ted’s proposal of marriage now after 
I had learned so cruelly how wrong I had 
been to refuse him. 

The thought of Ted had brought me to 
a halt. An idea struck me. Why not find 
Ted? Surely he would give me a job if he 
still had his cleaning and pressing shop. 
But pride changed my mind for me and 
almost kept me from going into this shop 
to inquire about the job. I wondered if 
working in a cleaning establishment would 
bring back too many memories—memories 
I preferred to leave sleeping. 

But the condition of my pocketbook and 
the knowledge that I had paid only one 
week’s rent on the room I had rented 
nudged me on through the door. I got the 
job. 

Along with my working and thinking, I 
couldn’t help but wonder about Ted. Here 
I was right back at a routine job after 
throwing away almost a year-and-a-half of 
my life trying to live high the easy way. 
I couldn’t help but wonder what had hap- 
pened to Ted over this same period of 
time and I wondered and wondered why I 


























hadn’t accepted Ted for what he was and~ 
married him instead of selling myself to 
the devil for what I thought I was going 
to be a life of ease. 

I didn’t have to wonder about Ted for 
long. I was busy at the counter checking 
in some clothes one day when a familiar 
face walked in. I recognized it immediate. 
ly as Ted’s. He didn’t even glance at me 
but kept on behind the counter and into 
the rear of the shop. 

All of a sudden I realized that I was 
working in Ted’s shop after all. I discoy. 
ered later that he had set up three shops 
in various sections of Washington and was 
doing quite well. As Ted was leaving the 
shop he saw me. He stopped dead in his 
tracks. A huge smile came over his face and 
he wanted to know right then and there 
what had happened to me. I stammered 
out something about staying in Philadel. 
phia until my mother died and then coming 
back to Washington. 

Ted, looking exactly like he always had 
looked, told me he had tried to get in 
touch with me in Philadelphia but hadn't 
been able to locate me. He seemed really 
pleased to see me again but his parting 
words worried me a little. 

“T’m sure sorry you walked out on me 
when you did, Ivy,” he said, leaving the 
shop and getting into a truck. 

I pondered these words for the three days 
that elapsed before I saw Ted again. Could 
they mean that he’s married now? Or does 
it mean he'll never forgive me? I didn't 
know. Nor did I know why I was being 
so concerned. Certainly I didn’t deserve 
another chance at a man like Ted. But I 
guess there was a little hope left in my 
heart. 

Ted was very friendly when he saw me 
again. He spoke, chatted a while and then 
left. He seemed to always be on the move. 
I was very pleased that he was doing so 
well in his business. 

I had given up any hope that I would 
ever regain Ted’s love until one day about 
two menths after I started working he came 
into the shop and called me aside. 

“Ivy,” he said, “I’ve been watching you 
pretty carefully. You're a good worker. | 
think I’m going to promote you.” 

It just didn’t seem right having these 
kind of words coming from Ted. Employer 
talking to employee. I didn’t know for 
sure how to answer. So I simply said 
“Thanks.” 

“I’m opening a new branch over on the 
Southwest side next week,” Ted said with 
obvious pride. “Think you could manage 
a i 

My eyes widened. Manager of a branch 
store! It was wonderful news. Naturally. 
I leaped for the chance and I threw myself 
into my new responsibility. In another 
month, I had the shop humming. 

Just as Ted walked in out of the clear 
blue sky and offered me the promotion, he 
came into the Southwest side shop one day 
and asked me for a date. Tears came into 
my eyes. I didn’t deserve the chance I was 
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getting with Ted but here it was for me. 
| grabbed for it, too, and gave it every- 
thing I hadn’t given it before. I discovered 
that Ted still loved me and I found a new 
admiration and a new fondness for him. 
There wasn’t any stalling when he asked 
me to marry him again. I was the humble 
one. I said yes a wiser and fuller person. 

I’m helping my husband with his busi- 
ness now and I am content with the life 
that I had pushed aside before as hum 
drum and routine. I am happy again and 
I've fallen in love with Ted completely. 
I discovered that the qualities he possesses 
are rare in men and they are to be cher- 
ished when found. 

My horrible experience with John Mason 
haunted me the first months of my mar- 
riage. I hated the thoughts that refused 
to go away. Yet, I felt a need to tell my 
husband about them. As our first anni- 
yersary approached, I wrote to one of the 


well known marriage counselors and asked 
for advice. I told her my complete story. 
In reply, she told me that if I had repented 
for my sins, if I were absolutely sure that 
I had been cured of any ideas of living high 
the easy way, then it would be a mistake 
to tell my husband. She said the best way 
for me to drive the thoughts out of my mind 
would be to make a perfect wife for my 
husband. 

I am doing everything I can to make my 
husband happy. I am working with him 
nights and days to keep his business a suc- 
cess. I am not neglecting him at home. I 
am at his side and will be for the rest of 
my life. 

And now that I have written in full my 
confession, I feel much better. I can really 
throw away any thoughts of that horrible 
nightmare with John Mason. I can con- 
centrate even more, now, on keeping the 


man I love happy. THE END 





One Moment Of Indiseretion 


(Continued from Page 25) 


jacket pocket for a match, struck a flame 
against a nearby lightpost and puffed hard 
as he relit the tobacco in his pipe. 

“He’s a typical young full-blooded col- 
legian, full of energy, Sweetie, full of 
energy and mischief. He doesn’t realize it 
yet,” continued Uncle Jamie, “but he has 
devastating power over women.” 

Uncle Jamie puffed thoughtfully on his 
pipe, then continued “He'll be one of the 
great collegians of our time. That is, if 
women don’t spoil him.” 

“Well, here’s one who'll have no part 
in such a scheme,” I vowed. 

Whether it was my vow working or 
whether it was—as Uncle Jamie had 
sagely intimated—women could not resist 
his charms, I don’t know, but I gained the 
reputation of being the only girl on the 
campus who was not fighting and dream- 
ing of a chance to date Bill Burnett. 

I politely ignored his clumsy attempts to 
strike up conversations in the Campus 
Grill, yet I secretly told myself I hated 
him more when I'd see other girls vying to 
get the seat next to him at the counter. 

I told myself I hated Bill Burnett by 
walking off the tennis court, even if he just 
sauntered up to watch a game. I’d even 
take a quick detour if I had to pass him on 
a campus sidewalk. I didn’t like that weak, 
sinking feeling I always felt when he’d look 
into my eyes. 

One day Aunt June came to the front 
porch, where I was reclined in a hammock 
reading a novel, and said Bill was on the 
phone. I told her to tell him I wasn’t home. 

“But he knows you’re home, Darling, 
I saw him look when he passed on his 
bicycle a few minutes ago. He’s probably 
down at the grill. You should answer the 
phone,” 

I answered the phone, refused his offer 
for a cycling date, and hung up abruptly. 

When I returned to the hammock, Aunt 
June was sitting on the steps. Just as I 


started tc climb back on the hammock, she 
spoke: 

“Come here, Darling, and let me talk 
to you.” 

I took a cushion from the hammock, put 
it on a step below her and sat down, rest- 
ing my head in her lap. She ran her fingers 
through my hair, “Dear Aunt June,” I 
thought, “always understanding, always 
seeing my problems before I see them my- 
self. The only mother I’ve had since my 
own mother died five years ago.” 

Then Aunt June spoke, in a voice as 
soft and warm as the spring sunshine: 

“Why do you hate Bill, darling?” 

“Oh, smart and fresh, 
June.” 

“What has he ever done or said to you 
that was wrong, Sweetheart?” 

She listened quietly as I related the bus 
stop incident and made a feeble attempt 
to justify my other rash acts of the past 
two weeks, then spoke quietly and wisely: 

“Have you ever stopped to think that 
you've built up a prejudice in your mind 
against Bill? Did you ever try to under- 
stand that he doesn’t have to be the ‘skirt- 
chasing football bum’ you’ve labeled him? 
You've blinded yourself to the obvious fact 
that just about every girl on this campus— 
except yourself—is throwing herself at this 
boy and in his own clumsy way, he wants 
you to be his friend, not them. 

“Actually,” she continued, “deep within 
yourself you probably like Bill, but don’t 
want to admit it. Maybe you are afraid of 
loving and losing. 

“You're old enough now to learn, 
Jeannie, that you can’t go through life 
building up prejudices against other peo- 
ple in order to hide possible faults of your 
own. That is why so many people are 
miserable today. The next time you see 
Bill be nice to him. At least. try to be nice 
to him. Give yourself a chance.” 

She smiled, leaned down and kissed me 


he’s too Aunt 
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BUST smart dresses, coats in 
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make you look slimmer. 
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add slimming lines to this 

Woven Check Gingham Coat 
Dress, only $3.98. Others $2.98 
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Mail Coupon for your 100-page Style 
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Extra-warm JACKETS! 

SEND FOR FREE SALES KIT! 

Now go into busi without spending a 

cent! Nothing like this before! Amazin 

new lightweight jackets, shoes now avail- 

able with same t SUL. 

TION as used in U.S. Army Coldbar Suits. 

Keeps body heat IN—keeps cold, wind and 

dampness OUT! Make $120 Extra Income 

in a month by taking orders in spare time 

for just 5of these miracle combinations a week! 

Mason has 190 fast-selling shoe and jacket styles 

for men, women, NOT SOLD IN STORES—folks . 

must buy from YOU! Friends, fellow workers will stuff your Boskers 

with cash for these. Get complete Sales Kit FREE by writing TODAY ! 

Mason Shoe Mfg. Co., Dept. MA7/4 Chippewa Falis, Wis. 





















Has IRON-STARVED BLOOD Left You 


TIRED? 


FEEL GOOD AGAIN FAST 
with famous s.S.S. TONIC 


When you’re suffering from that common blood 
condition known as Iron Deficiency Anemia, 
$.S.S. TONIC brings blessed relief fast/ For only 
a few pennies a day, you can feel NEW PEP 
AND ENERGY, and perk up your appetite with 
$.S.S. TONIC liquid or easy-to-take tablets. You 
will be satisfied or your money back. FEEL 
GOOD AGAIN FAST. Feel your best, 


TAKE $.S.S. TONIC 








61 











a Clothe 
Smant-Looking Clothes 
STUDY AT HOME—DEVELOP YOUR TALENT 
\ rhether you wish to make a career of dress design- 


ing or want only to gain the skill needed to create 
original styles for yourself and members of your family, 


the National School of Dress Design now offers you the 
opportunity to acquire practical basic training which re- 
quires only spare time study at home. 

To those with aptitude, our interesting home study 
idation Course in Fashion Designing, Fashion Sketch- 
Drafting, Cutting, and Fitting provides a 
nd fundamental background—a background which 
may open the door to an eventual fashion career, or add 
fascination, thrills, and zest, as well as increased ‘skill, to 
the work of the homesewer or the dressmaker. 


A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 
Backed by years of experience, our training covers all 
essential phases of styling and costume designing. Basic 
principles are taught by the inspiring “learn-by-doing” 
method, step-by-step under the supervision of a qualified 
instructor who takes a real interest in your progress. 


FREE BOOKLET! MAIL COUPON TODAY! os 
Clip and mail coupon below at once for : 
valuable free booklet, *‘Adventures in 
Dress Design,” and full particulars. Sent 
postage prepaid without obligation. (No 
Salesman will Call.) 

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3237, Chicago 14, Ill, 
NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN, 
835 Diversey Parkway, Chicago 14, Ill. 

Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, 

“Adventures in Dress Design,’’ and full particulars. This 
obligates me in no way. 
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DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 
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on the forehead, then disappeared through 
the screen door. I picked up my novel, 
climbed back in the hammock and closed 
my eyes in a silent prayer of thanksgiving 
for a fine aunt like Aunt June. 

That evening Bill, showing some of the 
dauntlessness a good athlete has to be 
made of, phoned again and asked for a 

cycling date. I said yes, and was happy. 

After much deliberation I put aside my 
riding slacks and college sweat jacket and 
put on my tennis outfit, white sneakers 
without socks, shorts, a V-necked T-shirt. I 
slipped a white ribbon through my hair and 
stepped out on the porch of the cottage 
where Aunt June was scratching around in 
the flower boxes and Uncle Jamie was talk- 
ing to Bill. 

When she heard the screen door squeak, 
Aunt June looked up and saw me standing 
in the doorway. 

“Oh, you look so cute,” she exclaimed as 
she turned and embraced me with a big 
hug. Then stepping back and surveying 
me again from head to foot, she turned to 
Bill and added: 

“The Clarks have long been known as 
a family of beautiful women, but Jeannie is 
the most beautiful of them all. No wonder 
you boys have been falling head over heels 
in love with her.” 

Bill, dressed in blue flannel slacks and a 
crew-neck football T-shirt with the big blue 
bison emblem of Center’s football team 
across the front, had risen from his seat on 
the top step when he saw me and quietly 
eyed. He grinned bashfully at Aunt June. 

“Better bring her home before dinner, 
Bill,” chimed in Uncle Jamie, “she’s hard 
on the pocketbook in a restaurant.” 

“Don’t worry Prof,” grinned Bill as he 
reached for my hand and guided me down 
the stairs, “if we ate dinner out, we'd both 
have to wash dishes to pay for the meal.” 

We all laughed. 

“Now you children run along while we 
get on with our yard work,” said Aunt June 
with a twinkle her eye. She reached 
down picked up a garden tool and slipped 
it into Uncle Jamie’s hand. 

We walked around to the garage be- 
hind the cottage, mounted our bicycles and 
waved to the two smiling figures—already 
busy at work among the flowers in the bril- 
liant June sunlight—as we pedaled down 
Uncle Jamie’s driveway. 

Aunt June looked up, and 
“Have fun, but don’t get lost in the woods!” 
I giggled, threw her a kiss, and followed 
Bill’s speeding bicycle down the long, curv- 
ing campus road, through the big arching 


shouted: 


gateway into the village. 


ii WASN’T LONG before we had passed 
the last cottage marking the village 
limits and pedaled out into the open coun- 
try, over which the warm sky, flecked with 
an occasional white cumulus cloud, hung 
like the shell of a great, blue, inverted 
bowl. The odor of honeysuckle hung in the 
air like some exotic intoxicant. 
Bill, who had been riding in front of 











me all the way, pulled up at the edge of the 

dirt road that began where the village line 
ended, and when I stopped beside him he 
stood with his long legs astride the bike, 
his elbows resting on the handlebars. 

“Where’ve you been, Slowpoke?” he 
kidded. 

“Oh, I didn’t want to show you up go 
early in the trip,” I kidded back. 

He looked like a big, bronzed Adonis 
etched against the azure sky, and when he 
straightened up to laugh, his white even 
teeth made a sharp contrast against his 
light-chocolate complexion. His bewitch. 
ing grey eyes flashed with mischief. 

“Anyhow, I don’t think I'd want to show 
up a pretty girl like you, even if I could,” 
said Bill with sudden soberness. His eyes 
dropped. climbed up my bare legs, the 
curve of my hips and past my torso until 
they looked into mine. 

I suddenly felt that frightening. weaken. 
ing feeling of helplessness coming over me, 

Bill was still looking into my eyes when 
he said: 

“Your Aunt is right. Jeannie; you area 
very beautiful girlk You area...a...” 
then, like a man who had suddenly lost his 
nerve, he turned the wheel of his bicycle 
down the winding, dirt road and _ pedaled 
off. 

After pausing momentarily, wondering 
whether I should go back home or follow 
this man who both scared and thrilled me 
at the same time, I pedaled along behind 
him. 

I pulled abreast of him, and soon we had 
a constant stream of patter going as we 
pedaled side-by-side down sun-splotched 
country lanes, along acres of green, waving 
wheat, and up and down the easy-rolling 
hills, with quiet farms nestled in their 
nooks and crannies. 

We stopped briefly at a bridge and 
watched cattle, which had momentarily 
interrupted their grazing to drink from the 
languid meadow stream flowing beneath 
the bridge. After a brief silence, Bill, with 
a touch of nostalgia in his voice, spoke of 
the West and of how his dad eeked a living 
for his mother and four younger brothers 
and sisters from a small ranch. 

We had gotten back on the bikes and 
started to pedal away when Bill stopped 
and pointed: 

“Let’s follow that footpath along the 
stream—wonder where it goes?” 

“We can’t ride bikes down the footpath. 
Besides, how’re we gonna get them over the 
barbed-wire fence,” I argued. 

“Aw, that’s no problem,” grinned Bill, as 
he hopped off his bike, hung it by the 
handle bars across the top strand of the 
fence, propped the middle stands open with 
a broken tree limb, climbed through and 
retrieved the bike from inside. 

“Besides, cycling down footpaths—es 
pecially on ‘No Trespassing’ property—is 
a lot more exciting than going down roads,” 
he grinned, pointing to a nearby tree. 

I looked at the sign, laughed, and 
crawled cautiously through the opening 
Bill had forced in the fence, and then 
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‘watched him lift my bike to the top strand. 


After crossing the meadow, passing 
through a wooded area, where Bill lifted 
the cycles over a fallen tree trunk we were 
gayly cycling along, laughing at the tune 
Bill was singing. I was gingerly leading 
the way. 

Suddenly I saw a snake lying in the path 
before my bike. I screamed and leaped off 
the moving cycle. Then everything went 
black. 

When I again opened my eyes, I could 
feel damp strokes on my face and a dull 
pain in my head. The shadows cleared and 
[looked up into the blue sky. Its brilliance 
blinded me and I closed my eyes again, 
scared. 

“Bill, Bill, 
“Where am I? Where are you, 
sat upright in a haystack. 

“I’m coming, Jeannie,” I heard Bill call 
and I turned and saw him running to me. 
He was nude to the waist and in his hand 
he carried his dripping T-shirt. 

He bent over me, forcing me to lie back 
in the haystack at the same time, and as he 
pressed the cool cloth to my forehead my 
mind began to clear. 

“Am I hurt, Bill?” 

“No, Baby, just stunned from where your 
head hit the ground—and scared.” 

“You sure I didn’t hurt myself, Bill?” 

“You’ve only got brush burns from 
where your leg hit the handle bar when you 
fe. Don’t worry, Angel,” he grinned, and 
leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. A 
strange feeling, part pain and part sensa- 
tion, began to burn deep within me. I 
closed my eyes again and relaxed in the 
warm sunlight. Bill continued talking: 

“Moreover, you won’t even have to walk 
home. Fortunately, the only damage was 
to the handle bar. It was twisted out of 
line with the front wheel—and I’ve already 
fixed that. Besides, that ole snake was dead 
anyway. Somebody killed it and just left 
it lay there in the path.” 

I could feel the strength seeping back 
into me when I laughed. Bill chuckled to 
himself and I watched a bead of sweat roll 
down his strong, sinewy neck and across 
his brown, beautifully-muscled chest. The 
sunlight played among the shadows of his 
rippling muscles as he continued to bathe 
my brow and face with firm, deft strokes. 

“Guess I better wet this shirt again and 
get on that brush burn,” said Bill as he 
leaned back and smiled as if admiring his 
handiwork. He leaned over, kissed me on 
the cheek and trotted around the haystack 
toward the stream. 

That strange mixed feeling began to 
burn within me again. I closed my eyes 
again and stretched out to relax in the 
warm sunlight. 

I could hear Bill whistling as he started 
back from the creek on the far side of the 
haystack and I quickly sat up to look at 
the brush burn on my leg. It was a long, 
reddish welt which started midway down 
the outside of my right calf. It hurt—but I 
tried to ignore it as Bill came running 
back, the T-shirt wet again. 


where are you?” I shouted. 


Bill?” I 


“Now, let’s tend to this brush burn.” He 
dropped to his knees in the straw beside 
me and reached for my right leg 

“No, no, Bill, it’s all right.” 

I quickly moved the leg away from his 
reaching hand, rolling over in the straw at 
the same time. I closed my eyes as a sud- 
den fear gripped me. 

Then I could feel Bill close to me. His 
lips were close to my ear as I lay with my 
face down in the straw. 

“Let’s not be childish, Jeannie. Ill have 
to bathe that burn. There’s grass stain and 
dirt in it, it could become infected.” 

I could feel his strong arms rolling me 
over. I got a tingling sensation as his 
fingers probed my leg just below the burn. 
He turned to reach ‘for the damp T-shirt 
and I got a sudden wild impulse to run. I 
jumped up, my foot slipping in the deep 
straw. Bill whirled and before I had run 
three steps I felt his vise-like arms around 
my waist as he twisted me back down into 
the straw with a neat football tackle. 

“How can a doctor help a patient that 
won’t cooperate,” he grinned as he rolled 
me over on my back again. “I’m gonna 
bathe this burn if I have to improvise a 
strait-jacket out here in the country.” 

I winced in pain as Bill began probing in 
the burn. Then his strokes became soft and 
tender. 


T WAS SUNSET when we pedaled back 
through the big stone archway onto the 
campus. The last golden rays of the hap- 
piest day of my life tinted the western sky 
as I bade Bill goodbye on the front steps of 
Uncle Jamie’s cottage and watched him 
pedal off into the gathering campus twi- 
light. 

The next day was a sad day at Center 
College and tide of my day-old romance hit 
a low ebb when I learned that Bill had 
hurriedly left the campus in the dead of 
night and was flying to his home in Mon- 
tana, where his father had been killed by 
a bucking horse. 

I went to bed early that night, crying my- 
self to sleep over a man who 48 hours pre- 
viously I would not even speak to. 

Bill had been gone three weeks when one 
afternoon Uncle Jamie came in from his 
summer school classes and announced that 
Coach Skip Wilson had received a letter 
from Bill—a letter Bill had ac- 
cepted a job as physical director at a Civil 
Conservation Camp so he could help sup- 
port his mother and younger brothers and 
sisters. 

That night again I 
crying myself to sleep. 

But it wasn’t until three weeks later 
that the real impact of Bill’s leaving hit 
me—I discovered that I was pregnant! 

For two agonizing weeks I wrestled with 
my problem, fearful of telling anybody. I 
didn’t even tell loving, understanding Aunt 
June. I got Bill’s address from the busi- 
ness office and wrote him numerous letters 
—all of which I destroyed. Bill was having 


saying 


shed bitter tears, 
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heartaches of his own, I reasoned. This one 
I would have to bear alone. Moreover, how 
do I know he loves me enough to marry 
me? After all, he never even told me he 
loved me at all. 

I thought of telling Dad, but felt that 
with his sternness and straightlacedness 
he’d never forgive me for my one moment 
of indiscretion—the one moment I strayed 
from the course he had zealously plotted 
through my young life. Besides, I couldn’t 
go home to Dad like this because the scan- 
dal would rock his three-church circuit to 
its very foundation. 

Briefly, I considered abortion, but I 
didn’t know even where to begin making 
contact with such an operator. Moreover, 
[ had no money. And, in the final analysis, 
[ found that Dad’s teachings were too well 
ingrained. I would have died before I’d 
submit to an abortion. 

[ was just about at wits end, and seri- 
ously considering running away. With no 
idea where I would go, I knew I must go 
far away from everyone I knew and face 
my problem alone. 

My decision to run away was well in 
the planning stage when Tommy Jordan 
phoned long-distance from Naperville, my 
hometown and largest town in Dad’s cir- 
cuit. Tommy was the only boy I had ever 
dated besides Bill, a deeply-religious boy 
who was considered a little too slow for 
the older girls and a little too old for the 
girls in my set. 

However, I dated Tommy with Dad’s 
blessings. 

“He’s only four years older than you,” 
[ could hear Dad chortle, “besides he’s the 
most stable, God-fearing youngster I’ve 
ever seen.” 

“But, Dad,” I’d always retort, “why do 
you always want me to date old slow Tom- 
my? I like someone young and alive.” 
Then I’d name one of the athletes in my 
high school, usually someone I didn’t even 
have the courage to talk to, much less date. 

Nevertheless, when Tommy told me he 
was driving over to Centerville to take me 
for a ride in the mountains the following 
Sunday I was relieved. Somehow, for the 
first time, I was glad to hear Tommy’s voice 

for the first time I looked forward to a 
late with Tommy Jordan. 

Sunday was a clear, windswept August 

ay and Tommy’s second-hand roadster 
eemed like a limousine to me as we swept 
ip the curving mountain highway. The 
higher we climbed the more my spirits 
rose, and by the time we reached the sum- 
iit of the sugarloaf-shaped mountain, I 
was actually laughing at Tommy’s dry 
humor. 

We left the roadster and were walking 
hand-in-hand through the well-kept state 
park area at the top of the mountain. 
lommy was chattering excitedly about his 
recent assignment as a teacher in the Na- 
perville Elementary School, his first job, 
when he quickly turned to me, his eyes 
vide and pleading: 
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“Jeannie, will you marry me? Will you 
marry me right away?” 

Amazed and surprised, I momentarily 
forgot Bill, I forgot I was carrying his 
baby. I even forgot the hellish, agonizing 
recent weeks. I answered Tommy candidly: 

“No, Tommy, we can’t get married. 
What would Dad say? What about my 
college education? I’m only 17, Tommy!” 

“We can get married, Jeannie, you’re the 
only girl I’ve ever loved. You’re the only 
girl I'll ever want. I’m sure your dad would 
understand!” 

Tommy’s face was close to mine. I could 
see the tears in his eyes as he pleaded: 

“Please, Jeannie, please please. I love 
you so much.” 

I felt his arms slipping around my waist 
and buried my head in his shoulder, 
sobbing: 

“Tommy, Tommy, I can’t!” 

Then the dam of heartheache and pent- 
up feelings that had stored up within me 
for the past three weeks broke and I fell 
limply into his arms, crying unashamedly. 

“Yes, yes, Tommy. Hold me tight, 
Tommy. Don’t ever leave me go. I need 
you, I need you!” 

Tommy was kissing me tenderly and 
dabbing at the tears running down my 
cheeks with his handkerchief. 

“We'll go over to Greenburg, just across 
the state line. There we can be married 
right away.” 

“Yes, Tommy,” I cried, “yes, yes.”” Then 
I sank back into his arms. 

Every mile of the way to Greenburg I 
fought with my tortured conscience, trying 
to decide whether to tell Tommy, chatter- 
ing happily in the seat beside me, the story 
that was gnawing at my very soul. I had 
to tell him, or live with it alone. 

By the time we drove into Greenburg, I 
had made up my mind not to shatter the 
happiness that was now Tommy’s. I had 
promised to be his wife and I would marry 
him, keep him happy and try to salvage 
what happiness I could out of my own life. 

On my unborn baby, I figured, I’'d take 
the long gamble that, perhaps, nobody, 
but God and myself, would ever know the 
truth. I would pray for God’s foregiveness 
and hope to bear my secret to my grave. 

At one minute past midnight the follow- 
ing Monday morning, Tommy and I were 
married by a Greenburg justice of the 


peace. 


AD WAS SURPRISED when I told 

him that Tommy and I had eloped, but 
when the initial shock of the announcement 
passed, he embraced us both and _pro- 
ceeded to have the ample second floor of 
his parsonage converted into an apartment 
for us. 

We had been married a month, and Tom- 
my had settled down to the routine life of 
a small-town schoolteacher when I told 
him I thought I was pregnant. He advised 
me to see the local doctor, and after the 
doctor confirmed what I already knew, 


Tommy was almost overcome with excite. 
ment and Dad was flabbergasted. 

“What're we gonna name him?” Tommy 
shouted cheerfully. Then answered his own 
question with: 

“Hurrah, we’re gonna have a Tommy Jr,” 

“Not so fast,” I teased, “suppose it’s g 
girl?” 

He gulped sheepishly, then gave me a 
fond embrace. 

“Thank God for Tommy,” I breathed a 
silent prayer. 

As if by some miracle, Tommy Jr. was 
born seven months later—almost a month 
late. He was a handsome, healthy type, 
who the doctor diplomatically announced 
a “rare specimen to be born two months 
premature.” 

Tommy Jr. had blue eyes, which Tommy 
swore—and Dad agreed—were a throw. 
back to Tommy’s paternal grandfather. 

As Tommy Jr. sprouted from childhood 
into adolescence, he grew taller, more 
handsome and more athletic with each 
passing day—and every day he looked 
more like his real father. His eyes were no 
longer blue, but had turned with the years 
to an arresting shade of slate grey. Like 
Bill, he was casual, intelligent and mischie- 
vous, but, most of all, he was an athlete— 
a marvelously coordinated youth whose 
ability won him all-state scholastic honors 
in three sports. 

Long before graduation Tommy Jr. was 
besieged with offers of athletic scholarships 
from many colleges and universities and by 
June—with Tommy Sr.’s expert guidance 
and Dad’s rabid approval—had enrolled 
at Bucker University, a thriving young in- 
stitution 500 miles away, known for it’s 
good engineers and _ powerful football 
teams. 

By mid-August Tommy Jr. was gone— 
one of the bright young freshmen Bucker 
athletic officials had hand-picked to at- 
tend the pre-season football camp. 

As I stood on the porch and watched 
Tommy and Tommy Jr. drive off for the 
long trip to the Bucker campus, I realized 
that for the first time in 17 years Tommy 
Jr. and I were apart. The affection I had 
showered on this unusual boy and the love 
and affection both he and his stepfather— 
always the gentleman, always the perfect 
father and husband—in turn showered on 
me helped ease the dull pain of the heart- 
ache that comes from living 17 years witha 
deep, dark secret. 

I watched the car speed away and dis- 
appear, then ran into the house, threw my- 
self across my bed and cried the lonely 
tears of my mixed up emotions. 

Tommy returned the next day, full of the 
praises of Bucker University and told of 
how glad Bucker officials were to see 
Tommy Jr., especially the football coach. 

“T thought he was going to kiss Tommy 
Jr.,” grinned Tommy. “He knew almost as 
much about him as I do. He’s a grand 
guy—big, handsome and about the same 
height and build of Tommy Jr., only 
heavier. They hit it right off. Tommy’ll be 
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real happy at Bucker, Darling.” He leaned 
over and kissed me affectionately on the 
cheek. I felt very happy. 

My happiness, however, lasted only until 
the arrival of Tommy Jr.’s first letter, 
which was typical of a freshman’s first 
letter home. He wrote about the football 
workouts and his prospects of making the 
varsity and in his last paragraph he veri- 
fied Tommy Sr’s report on his coach. 

“He’s a wonderful guy,” Tommy Jr. 
wrote, “he calls all of us ‘Son.” For some 
reason he’s taking a particular interest in 
me... spends a lot of time with me... 
says I’m gonna be his tailback. You know, 
Mom, no freshman has made his varsity 
squad since the war years . . . I’m hoping 
I'll be lucky... .” 

The letter rambled on with the youthful 
zestiness that was typical of Tommy Jr. 
Then he dropped the bombshell: 

“Incidentally, Mom, Coach Burnett—his 
first name is Bill—says he went to Center 
College at one time and knows Uncle 
Jamie. He said Uncle Jamie was his Eng- 
lish prof—and a good one, too!” 

The shock of his words stunned me. 
After 17 years my past was returning to 
haunt me—after 17 years of healing, the 
terrible wounds of my girlhood were being 
torn open again. Hot tears filled my eyes 
and splattered onto the pages of Tommy 
Jr.’s letter. Weakly I slumped into a chair, 
and read on: 

“Somehow, Mom,” Tommy Jr. con- 
cluded, “Coach Burnett isn’t just a coach 
to me—he’s more like a father. He’s almost 
as nice as Popsy.” 

I couldn’t stand any more. I ran to my 
room, fell weakly across the bed, my body 
racked by my sobs. I felt that I could no 
longer live with my secret of 17 years. 

I leaped from the bed, ran from the 
house, jumped into the car parked in the 
driveway and roared blindly away. 

Although I did not know where I was 
going, I passed the town limits and sped 
out over the open highway. After two wild, 
tear-soaked hours of driving, I screeched to 
a stop in the driveway of Uncle Jamie’s 
cottage at Center College. 

Aunt June came to the door and I 
stumbled up the front steps, across the 
cottage porch and collapsed sobbing into 
her waiting arms. 

Inside I tearfully poured out the whole 
story. The flood gates were down. The 
feelings that had been damned up within 
me for years gushed out for her unbeliev- 
ing ears. 

As the mad flood of words poured forth, 
Aunt June alternately stroked my hair and 
whispered soft words of consolation. 

When I told her I was going to Bill, 
Tommy and Tommy Jr. and relieve my 
mind of a burden I was no longer strong 
enough to carry, she interrupted me: 

“No, no, Darling. No one but myself 
must ever know your secret.” 

Once again I was a 17-year-old. Once 
again I sat at the knee of this wise, won- 
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derful woman, soaking up her priceless 
counsel amid sobs and tears. 

“You must never turn back, Jeannie. 
You must live for your family and for the 
future. To tell your secret—which you 
have lived with so admirably for 17 years— 
would shatter four lives, including your 
own. But to bear your cross bravely alone 
could be the salvation of your own soul. 

“Your life,” she warned as she wiped the 
tears still streaming down my cheeks with 
her apron, “is inextricably bound to those 
you love most. Whatever hurts them could 
kill you. 

“They are living happy, normal, 
troubled lives and God only knows what 
the reaction—and the chain reaction— 
would be should you explode this bomb- 
shell in their midst. 

“Your secret has stood the test of time 
for 17 years and in a moment of weakness 
and loneliness your conscience—only your 
conscience, Jeannie—tripped you up.” 


un- 


HE QUIET WISDOM of her voice had 

a therapeutic effect. I dried my eyes 
on her clean, white apron and began to 
think clearly for the first time since I read 
Tommy Jr.’s letter. 

“You're not the only girl who has ever 
been caught during an indiscreet moment, 
Jeannie. Thousands get caught daily, but 
few, only a rare, fortunate few, manage to 
make the adjustment you have made.” 
Aunt June stood up, helped me to my feet 
before ker. 

“You've lived an_ honest, life, 
Jeannie, I’m proud of you and I’m proud 
of your family. Nobody goes jon forever, 
at least not far, reliving yesterday’s mis- 
takes. We live for tomorrow—there’s 
where our happiness lies.” 

She walked to the screen door, paused 
briefly, her straight figure silhouetted in 
the warm, bright, summer sunlight. I fol- 
lowed her. 

She opened the door slowly, paused 
again and turned, her face aglow with a 
confidence that She 
smiled warmly, then said: 

“Go home, Jeannie, go home to that fine 
family of yours. Run quick before your 
Uncle Jamie comes home asking embar- 
rassing questions.” 

I smiled weakly, Aunt June a 
hug, ran to the car and sped home to my 
family—home to pick up the strands of my 
life I dropped when I read Tommy Jr.’s 
letter. 

Tommy’s next letter was an invitation to 
Bucker for the opening football game. New 
pangs of fear gripped my heart when I 


clean 


me, 


strengthened 


gave big 


read it. Facing Bill Burnett again was in- 
evitable—sooner or later I had to do it, 


and in the presence of my husband and 
the son I had borne to Bill. 

This is the acid test, I thought to myself. 
If I pass this one I'll have the fortitude to 
go on living an eventful, useful life in spite 
of my secret. 

Now the game was over, and that teem- 
ing, colorful throng of people was stream- 


ing down the sides of the cavernous bowl, 
carrying Tommy and me with it. Wild and 
jubilant they poured out of the stands onto 
the field, where a bunch of hilarious team. 
mates had lifted Tommy Jr. to their shoul- 
ders and were marching him through the 
shouting sea of humanity. 

Soon we were swept out onto the playing 
field and the gripping tension that had 
been building up within me for 17 years 
abated temporarily when I saw Tommy 
being borne through the jostling crowd 
toward us. He had his gold-striped helmet 
in one hand, waving it in acknowledgement 
of the plaudits of the crowd. He 
handsome, like a big, bronzed statue en. 
robed in a white armor. Then he spotted 
us and gave a gleeful shout as he slipped 
to the ground. And soon he had me in his 
big strong arms, smothering me_ with 
kisses. 

He released me and turned to his step- 
father with a cheery “Hello, Pops,” putting 
his free arm across Tommy’s shoulder. It 
wasn’t until then that I saw Bill coming 
through the crowd and that same feeling of 
weakness and helplessness that gripped me 
in his presence 17 years ago swept back 
over me. 

He was still tall, lithe, and even more 
handsome than before, his hair was greying 
at the temples. As he neared us with those 
familiar long, gangling steps of his youth, 
he smiled—that same irresistible, bewitch- 
ing smile. The helpless feeling  over- 
whelmed me and I grew dizzy and faint. 
Only Tommy Jr.’s strong arms around my 
waist prevented me from slumping to the 
earth. The yearning of 17 years welled up 
within me and tears flowed unashamedly 
down my cheeks. 

Then I was in his arms and, as if from 
far away. I could hear the warm, youthful 
ring in his voice as he repeated over and 


was very 


over: 

“Jeannie, Jeannie, what are you doing 
here?” Where’ve you been all these years.” 

I was speechless, and still tearfully grop- 
ing for my voice when Tommy Jr.’s high- 
pitched voice interrupted: 

“You know mother, Coach?” 

Bill squeezed my hand tenderly, and 
said: “Yes, Son, we were close friends 
years ago.” 

He paused in quick meditation, smiled at 
Tommy Jr., and added: “Seventeen or 18 
years ago!” 

“Well, you cheated me out of the intro- 
duction I’ve been practicing all week,” 
Tommy Jr. retorted, grinning bashfully. 
“But, anyhow,” he came back, “this is my 
Pop.” 

“You have a wonderful son,” explained 
Bill as he took Tommy Jr.’s hand, “abso- 
lutely the most wonderful boy I have ever 
seen. I wish we had 11 more like him, on 
the playing field and 500 more like him in 
the classrooms.” 

“He took my hand again, squeezed it 
and looked into my eyes. “And Jeannie,” 
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he exclaimed, “I should have known that 
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) such a wonderful boy would be yours. 


Anyhow, I’m glad he’s yours, and happy 
he’s here.” 

He turned, slid his arms across Tommy 
Jr.’s shoulders and asked: 

“Will you excuse Tommy Jr. for about 
30 minutes? I’ll have to round up these 
boys and get them in the dressing room 
before they chill up.” 

“You can wait in the Student Union. [ll 
be out as fast as I can,” said Tommy Jr. 

As they stood there side-by-side I could 
see that Tommy Jr. had inherited his 
father’s broad, even smile, the mischievous 
glint in his eyes and the lithe, broad- 
shouldered physical build. 

I was still dabbing tears from my eyes 
when they turned and started strolling 
across the floor of the fast-emptying sta- 
dium. They were of the same height and 
walked with the same long, gangling 
strides. 

I could hear Tommy Jr. talking softly in 
that youthful, animated voice of his and 
Bill was listening as they walked along, 
periodically looking at Tommy Jr. with 
proud, paternal glances. 

As they wended their way across the 


broad, cleat-scarred turf I felt a sudden, 
exhilarating warmth surging through my 
body— a warmth that already had replaced 
the numbing, heartrending nervousness 
that had accumulated in the 17 years I had 
spent alone with my secret. The 17 years 
I paid for one moment’s indiscretion. 

True to Aunt June’s words, I had to 
learn to live with my secret—and now that 
Tommy Jr. and Bill were together and so 
happy, I was realizing for the first time in 
17 years that I could live with my problem. 
As I watched Bill and Tommy Jr. dis- 
appear in the entrance to the Field House, 
I felt a freedom and happiness such as I 
had never before experienced. 

Then I felt Tommy’s strong hand at my 
elbow turning me around to face the open 
end of the stadium. His human, ever-pleas- 
ant voice urging: 

“C’mon darling, it’s time to go.” 

I looked up into his soft brown eyes, and 
for the first time realized that this was the 
man I really loved. After 17 years of in- 
decision, frustration and heartbreak I had 
lost my infatuation for Bill Burnett and 
found my own true love in my own hus- 


band. THE END 





Marriage Wrecker 


(Continued from Page 22) 


Following a series of lavish parties she 
gave for him, he finally proposed and she 
gave him a Chrysler Imperial as a wedding 
present. All this left me cold, however. 
I had read about him in the newspapers. 
In fact, I was casually introduced to him 
one night at a cocktail bar before his 
marriage. But single men had no interest 
for me and I paid him no attention at all 
until after he was married. Shortly after, 
Ernestine had to fly suddenly to Texas to 
be with her ailing mother and the Major 
was left on the town. I decided the time 
was ripe to move in on him. I knew he 
liked to hang out at the Park Cocktail 
Lounge, so I made it my business to visit 
the place, knowing that I would find him 
there. 

He sat at a table at the far end of the 
lounge surrounded by some people I knew, 
among them Nina Cochran, a 
ment secretary; Jimmy Brown, the crooner 
who had recently begun an engagement at 
the Park, and Dr. N. T. Austin, the psy- 
chiatrist. I didn’t know the nice-looking 
young couple with the group. 
enter, Jimmy Brown got up and led me 
to the party. “Major Franks,” he 
importantly, “this is Jewel Payne, the 
town’s most lovely and hard-to-jive bache- 
lor gal.” The Major bounced to his feet, 
boldly sized me up with a lecherous glance, 
bowed smartly from the waist with a click 
of his heels and said it was so nice to meet 
me and asked me to join them for a drink. 

“And Jewel, of course, knows you, Dr. 


govern- 


Seeing me 


said 


Austin,” Jimmy Brown was saying, “and 
she knows Nina. But she hasn’t met the 
Whites. I'm sure. Jewel, this is Mr. and 


Mrs. Chuck White, she’s Carol. Chuck and 
I were in the same outfit under Major 
Franks. No nicer guy anywhere, eh Major? 
And boy, he sure did pick himself a beauty 
when he latched on to you, ” But I 
was concentrating on Major Franks. He 
and Dr. Austin were talking about group 
psychology which didn’t interest me until 
Major said “Our biggest problem in morale 
has been the providing of men with diver- 
sions that would take their minds off sex. 
No matter how you look at it, doctor, the 
armed forces of any nation are sure to have 
this problem of morale so long as the raw 
fact that boy can’t meet girl when he wants 


Carol. 


to exists.” 

“Maje is right, isn’t he Chuck?” said 
Jimmy, laughing. Chuck looked prim as 
his pretty wife frowned slightly. He said 
nothing, but I seized the chance to get into 

“What do you mean, 
“is something about the 


the conversation. 
Major,” I said, 
as free love, isn’t it?” 
Miss, er-er, Payne. 
a condition that 


same 

“Not quite, 
state a situation, 
seen at work for a number of years. 
Sam puts uniforms on millions of young 
fellows and ships them to lonely Pacific 
islands or to strange. half-barbaric lands 
like India, Africa or to the Middle East. 
Women—the kind they call civilized—im- 
mediately become their 
Most of them who have wives or sweet- 
hearts back home, than 
anything to resist temptation, even though 
it is against nature. But a man can get 
very suspicious and jealous when he is 
away from his woman for an extended 
period of time. When for various reasons 
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he doesn’t hear from her regularly or if 
her letters sound the least strained or 
vague, something snaps in him and out he 
coes on the trail of anything in skirts— 
any kind just so it’s a she.” 

“Sex. then,” I said, “is almost as big a 
problem as defeating the enemy.” 

“In a manner, yes,” the Major replied. 

“One also has to consider the foreign 
women,” said Dr. Austin. “They too, are 
heavily hit by the absence of their own 
men either as prisoners of war or con- 
scripted for military duties. Historically, 
the women left at home have a rugged time 
of it being completely moral.” 

“Excuse me, folks,” said Jimmy. “I gotta 
cet up there and sing for my living.” 

The conversation drifted to other sub- 
jects, but I managed to keep in it with 
most of my remarks addressed to Major 
Franks. When Jimmy finished singing his 
set and came back to the table, Chuck and 
Carol White, who hadn’t said much, arose 
to leave. “I’ve got a big day ahead of me 
tomorrow,” he explained. “I’m a television 
repairman and my first call is around 8 
Oo ¢ lock.” 

“Some day, Mr. White,” I said, “you'll 
have to come over and look at my set. It’s 
always getting out of order. Last man who 
fixed it said it had a short circuit or some- 
thing.” His eyes lit up with professional 
interest. “Short circuit? Might be some- 
thing else. I’d like to look at it.” 

On an impulse, I handed him my card 
and told him to give me a ring in a week 
or so and if the set wasn’t working prop- 
erly, he could drop by and look it over. 
‘Be glad to, Miss Payne,” he said politely. 
He and his wife said goodnight and left. 
Nina Cochran had drifted away to talk 
with some girls who had come in earlier. 
Not long after, Dr. Austin yawned, said 
he had to be getting along too. The Major 
was getting slightly high. Jimmy moved 
off to talk with some guests and I was 
finally left alone with my prey. 

“How do you like married life, Major?” 
I asked innocently. “I’ve been keeping up 
with you since you returned to the States 
and was very happy for Ernestine when you 
two were married.” 

His face lighted up. “You’ve been keep- 
ing up with me? Why Miss Payne, that’s 
a real compliment. Haven’t had too much 
of a chance, though, to find out how it feels 
to be married. Ernestine, being very social, 
hasn’t given me much of a chance to play 
the role of an armchair general with com- 
fortable slippers, smoking jacket and pipe. 
She’s always on the go and the worst thing 
about it, she has to drag me along with her. 
However, I’m baching it for a spell. She’s 
in Texas with her sick mother.” 

“You poor, poor man,” I sympathized. 
“Ernestine ought to be more careful. She 
should know better than to drag a man like 
you around to meet all her former rivals. 
if it were I, you can rest assured I most 
certainly wouldn’t put you on display.” 

He seemed very pleased and ordered 
another drink. I said “I don’t believe I 
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should drink any more tonight, Major. ’'m 
a working girl, you know, and I’ve got to be 
on the job bright and early. My people are 
taking inventory and things are stepped 
up for me. Besides, I’ve got a long way to 
go to get home from here.” I said this in 
just the proper tone to get him to give me 
a lift. 

“Just one more drink, Jewel,” he said. 
“T’'ll drive you home. You know,” and his 
tone became prideful, “I’ve got a big Im- 
perial parked out there at the curb. It 
might not be right, but I believe you’d look 
wonderful behind the wheel since you can 
obviously see I’m in no condition to drive 
it.” 

I sipped at my drink while he tossed off 
his with a gulp. He took care of the check 
but I told him to wait for me on the side- 
walk since I didn’t want to be seen leaving 
with him. Nina Cochran was still in the 
club and she was a gossip. Outside, he 
fumbled in his pocket and gave me the car 
keys. It was a beautiful machine, luxuri- 
ously upholstered, gleaming in the moon- 
light like some silvery bird. He sat back, 
his head slightly drooping. I could see he 
was drunker than he realized. Halfway to 
the imposing ranch style house in which he 
and Ernestine lived, I got an idea. “I'll 
take him to my place, give him some hot 
black coffee and then take him home,” I 
told myself. 

But the thrill of driving the big car and 
the fact that I had another woman’s hus- 
band with me, got the better of me and I 
spent the next hour driving at a fast clip 
on the highway leading away from town. 
He suddenly awakened. “Who are—where 
are we?” he asked. Then recognizing me, 
he said, “Ah, Jewel Payne. We met tonight 
at the cocktail lounge, didn’t we?” 

“And you got so high you couldn’t drive,” 
I told him, “so you gave me the keys and 
asked me to take you home. Only thing 
wrong with that is you didn’t figure on me 
getting to my own place, seeing that I live 
on the other side of town from you. So, I 
thought I’d get my kicks driving around a 
while before taking you home and then try- 
ing to find myself a taxi.” 

His arm came around my shoulders and 
I felt and smelled the hotness of his breath 
on my cheek as his head nestled on my 
shoulder. I slowed the car down to 25 miles 
and submitted to his clumsy embrace. “But 
not here, Major,” I whispered as his free 
hand slipped about my waist. “Suppose 
we go to my apartment for coffee and eggs 
and bacon. O.K.?” He nodded and I 
turned back to town. The moment he got 
inside the apartment, he stumbled to a sofa 
and stretched out. I somehow got a couple 
of cups of scalding coffee into him, al- 
though he refused the food. He finally sat 
up. 

“Must’ve drank more than I thought,” he 
muttered. “Who’re you?” I explained 
patiently what had happened. He thought 
a moment then looked at me queerly. “I 
like you,” he said. He reached for me and 
nearly fell to the floor. I realized I’d have 


trouble on my hands if I didn’t get him out 
of my house. My mother lived on the first 
floor and she’d be knocking soon to have 
our customary morning coffee together. | 
couldn’t afford anything like that. 

“Look, Major,” I said firmly, “I’ve got to 
get you home. Never mind how I get home, 
but I can’t let you stay here and I’ve got 
to get ready for work in a little while. Try 
and get yourself together and down to the 
car, will you?” 

He cooperated and I helped ease him 
down the stairs and into the car where he 
passed out again. In disgust, I started up 
the car and headed for his home. He 
snored heavily all the way there where | 
managed to get him inside. The house, of 
course, was deserted. Ernestine, taking 
great pride in her housekeeping ability, 
often bragged how she had a woman in 
only occasionally to help with the clean. 
ing. With some cajoling, I succeeded in 
getting the Major into the bedroom | 
figured was his. He sat down hard on the 
bed pulling me down with him. Before | 
knew it, his arms were around me and his 
lips crushing on mine. I tried to fight him 
off, but he was too powerful. I grew weaker 
under his passionate embrace. .. . 


ANGRILY UPBRAIDED myself as the 

lurching taxicab sped me to the office. 
“Smart girl, huh?” I asked aloud, “getting 
tricked like that. Letting him pull that old 
sleeper trick on you. He’s an old hand at 
the seduction game.” I suddenly began 
hating him and planned a revenge. I re- 
joiced that I had managed to leave a slight 
smudge of lipstick on the pillow case. A 
painstaking housekeeper like Ernestine 
couldn’t help but detect it, I thought with 
great satisfaction. All that day, I seethed 
with rage because of what had happened to 
me. Early in the afternoon, I called his 
home and made a date to go out with him 
after I got off from work. He picked me up 
in front of a downtown department store 
and we drove north. He looked altogether 
different from the night before when his 
face was puffed from too much liquor. He 
was fresh-shaven, alert and handsome as | 
noted that in his every inch he was a mili- 
tary man. But I still had my mind on 
revenge. We didn’t mention what had 
happened at his house, although I fairly 
burned to have it out with him. Instead, 
I bided my time waiting for the breaks 
to allow me to trip him up good. 

“Where would you like to go?” he asked 
politely. 

“Oh, let’s just ride around for a while,” ! 
said. “It’s such a nice day and my office 
was hot and stuffy.” 

“Say, Jewel,” he finally said, “how did 
I behave last night? I remember giving 
you my keys and you driving me some 
place. After that I don’t recall anything. 
Did something happen?” He gazed at me 
so keenly I must have blushed. 

“Oh, no,” I lied, aware at the same time 
he knew I was lying. “I took you by my 
place to try and sober you up with coffee 
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and bacon and eggs. You dran 
but wouldn’t for love or money touch the 
food. I then got you out and drove you 
home.” 

“How did you get home?” he asked. I 
told him I was finally able to get a taxi- 
cab but that it was so late I had to go right 
to work. 

“And I’m the guy who is to blame for 
your not getting any sleep last night,” he 
said. “I’m sorry I was so much trouble. I 
seldom get that high that I don’t remember 
things. Are you sure, Jewel, I didn’t act 
the wolf somewhere along the line and 
tried to maul you or something for which 
you should smack my face today?” 

“Oh, you kissed me once or twice,” I 
said. “But I was just as guilty as anyone 
else. I kissed you back.” 

He put his free arm about me, his sus- 
picions lulled, and held me close. “You're 
my type of girl,” he said. “We're going to 
have lots of fun together.” 

“But how about your wife?” I asked, 
pulling away. “After all, this is a rather 
small town and gossip gets around in it 
quickly.” 

“Suppose we cross that bridge when we 
get to it?” he said. I allowed him to kiss 
me. 

“You want to know about Ernestine,” he 
said. “Well, I got a letter today and she 
says she may stay with her mother a few 
days more. I’m not worried about things 
and neither should you be.” Things were 
breaking my way. I'll really make him pay 
for what he did to me, I vowed. We began 
during the next few days to get around al- 
most nightly but to keep down gossip, we 
went to far sections of the town for dinner 
and drinks. Then in the middle of things, 
the Major was suddenly called to Washing- 
ton. “Just a few days, I hope,” he told me. 
“But to be sure you'll be happy while I’m 
gone, I’m leaving my car keys with you.” 

I made a point during his absence of 


driving the car through streets where 
people who knew him would see it. At the 


same time, I took great pains to conceal 
my identity by wearing hats that partially 
hid my face, and clothes I very seldom 
wore. As I planned, the whispers soon be- 
gan that Major Franks was playing around 
with some mysterious woman while his wife 
was away, but no one associated me with 
the woman. 

Ernestine 
town, 


beat her husband back to 
I was lucky. It happened that I had 
left his car in the garage for a couple of 
days and when I heard she returned, I 
simply left it there with the keys in the 
ignition lock. The Major called me from 
Washington that same afternoon and when 
I told him his wife was back, he got ex- 
cited. “I'll be back there 
said. “I’m winding up my business here 


tomorrow,” he 


and I'll be on a plane sometime late to- 
night. Are people there talking about us?” 

“Of course not,” I said glibly. “We’ve 
been too careful for that. You're safe, if 
that’s what you want most.” I laughed. Just 
wait until Ernestine sorted out her laundry 
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and then got wind of the strange woman 
seen driving her husband’s car! 

It worked out the way I thought it would. 
Scandalmongers told Ernestine about the 
woman in the car before she had a chance 
to get back home. I learned later that what 
really shook her up was the lipstick on 
the pillow. She discovered it when she 
was getting her laundry together. Unable 
to explain (and he was too much of a 
gentleman to even mention my name) 
Major Franks had to leave the house. 
Shortly after, Ernestine announced she was 
getting a divorce. For a while, I shivered, 
actually afraid, for I had gone way off the 
beam in this madcap episode. I kept com- 
pletely away from him, although I knew he 
was looking for me; stayed home at night 
for fear I might meet him somewhere. Then 
he began telephoning my apartment at all 
times of the day and night. Finally, he 
reached me. 


STRETCHED LUXURIOUSLY and 

yawned after I hung up on him. “Are 
you trying to make me the biggest fool in 
town?” That’s what the others said, I told 
myself, remembering how it was when Mr. 
Burton, the elderly undertaker finally dis- 
covered I had taken him for a ride that 
forced him and his fat wife to separate. 
He too, said he wanted to marry me and 
when I refused him, he started telling me 
how he wouldn’t stand for it until I hung 
up on him just as I had done with the 
Major. On the other hand, I recalled, Dr. 
Timothy had been persistent, hard to get 
rid of. He was the first man I ever feared. 
Big, bluff and with a fierce temper, he 
didn’t take my jilting him easily. He 
caught up with me after he and his wife 
had a serious quarrel, slapped me around, 
called me vile names and threatened to kill 
me. Only a miraculous reconciliation with 
his wife saved me from possible injury. 

My escapade with Major Franks was 
my first adventure since the Dr. Timothy 
affair. Strange though it seems, I do not 
remember any response to any of these 
men as I led them deliberately to ruin. 
Perhaps the only feeling I had was the 
icy sensation when I made up my mind to 
move in on them and the delicious, almost 
animal-like thrill I got when I knew it was 
time to dump them. I never felt remorse- 
ful, sorrow or any pity for those who be- 
came my fools. I was practically a creature 
without a conscience. Yet, oddly enough, 
I felt secure in that I still had many 
friends, both men and women, who thought 
me to be a very nice person and one whose 
company they could enjoy. I doubt if any 
of them realized what I actually was—a 
vampire feasting on the lifeblood of stolen 
love; a freak for stealing that on which I 
had no claim. None of them could see the 
twisted soul, the warped mind in me that 
pushed me pell mell on a course of reck- 
less pursuit of married men. I know now 
that I was a sick woman, morally sick, 
afflicted by a disease worse than a cancer. 
Had they known it, I most certainly would 


have been ostracized and probably forced 
to leave town. Dimly, I knew that some. 
where and some time, perhaps very soon, 
the cycle would have to be completed. Al- 
though I tried resolutely to keep from 
thinking about it, I knew that the law of 
retribution would catch up with me and 
then I would be made to suffer ten times 
that which I had afflicted on others. 

My door chimes sounded, breaking into 
my reverie. I slipped on a housecoat and 
went to answer it. “Miss Payne?” | 
opened the door. It was Chuck White. the 
television repairman. “I must confess.” | 
said as I let him in, “that I had forgotten 
about your coming by to check my TY set. 
It really slipped my mind.” 

“IT can come at another time,” he said. 
“Tt just happened I had a couple of calls 
out this way and since one of them was a 
no response, I decided I'd ring your bell.” 

“Oh, no.” I said, leading him into the 
living room. “There’s the set over there.” 
He slipped out of his coat, opened his kit 
and in a few moments was busy unscrew- 
ing the chassis. I came over and sat in an 
easy chair nearby. “Your work must be 
very interesting,” I said. “I imagine you 
meet all kinds of people on your rounds.” 

“Sure do, Miss Payne,” he said, and his 
detached, disinterested manner got under 
my skin. I wasn’t used to that kind of re- 
sponse from men, especially alone with one 
in my own apartment. Not that I’m so 
crude and man-crazy that I try to have 
affairs with salesmen, the milkman and 
others who might come by on _ business. 
But this handsome, self-assured young man 
seemed to be made of ice. He paid no 
attention at all to the flimsy leisure clothes 
I wore, seemed not to notice the deliberate- 
ly inviting pose I assumed as I curled up 
cozily in the chair. 

“You’re new in our town,” I said. trying 
again. “Tell me something about yourself.” 

“Not much to tell,” he said in that dead- 
ly matter-of-fact tone, his fingers busy 
probing the forest of tubes and wires of 
the television set. “Born in Boston. High 
school. Massachusetts Tech, five years in 
the South Pacific. Got married to my 
childhood sweetheart. Figured there wasn't 
much money to be made in Boston and we 
decided to move here—on recommenda- 
tion of my old buddy, Jimmy Brown who, 
I understand, has been in and out of this 
burg for years.” He smiled faintly. 

“You and Carol make a most handsome 
couple,” I murmured. 

“People say we do.” 

“Love her very much?” 

“Very, very much.” 

The silence was punctuated with 
squawks and hisses from the television as 
he matched wires trying to locate the 
shorted circuit. “Tricky,” he said, “but 
you gotta have patience in this racket if 
you want to get things done right. Now 
this wire here—” he held it up but I wasn't 
interested in anything related to wires, tele- 
vision or short circuits. This handsome 
young fellow was my game and he was 
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playing hard to get. But I had to go after 
him cautiously. “Excuse me a minute,” I 
said, and went to the kitchen where I fixed 
two tall drinks. Returning, I offered him 
one and he said, “I should have told you. 
I don’t drink on the job.” 

“Well, don’t consider this the ‘job,’” I 
said gaily. “After all we’ve met before and 
I was introduced to your wife, also. Don’t 
have me pouring good and expensive scotch 
down the drain.” 

“O.K. then,” he said, straightening up 
and taking the glass. I motioned for him 
to sit down. As he squatted on the rug, I 
looked into his eyes. I shuddered involun- 
tarily. sipping hastily at my drink to cover 
up my confusion. There was a look in his 
eyes that seemed to dig deep into me, ex- 
posing to his view everything within my 
soul. I had never seen eyes like that. They 
were hazel colored, calm and direct. He 
continued to look at me and helplessly, my 
eyes locked with his. 

“Come clean, Jewel,” he said, not un- 
kindly. “What’s on your mind?” 

“What-what do you mean?” I stam- 
mered, knowing full well what he meant. 
The man had found me out! The thought 
of it made my heart jump. My self as- 
surance slipped slowly from me and I felt 
trapped like some rodent in a small place 
with somebody chasing me around with a 
net. Did he know I was a deliberate flirt 
out to break up marriages? A woman with 
no compunctions at all about the sanctity 
of married life? 

“Tt just happens, Baby,” he said slowly, 
“that I dig all chicks like you. I’ve been 
around and it doesn’t take me long to get 
the right slant on women on the make.” 

“You are very rude, Mr. White,” I said 
stifly. “Not only rude, but crude. I con- 
sider that an insult.” 

“Take it any way you want, Babe,” he 
said lazily, still squatting on the floor the 
glass between his fingers. “Nobody ever 
told you things about yourself. I will. 
First, you’re a beautiful thing; you’re tall 
and really stacked. You’ve a keen mind 
which, if put to good use might do a world 
of good for not only yourself, but others 
as well. But you're selfish, grasping, en- 
vious. Somewhere in your 
you've been hurt and it was then that the 
desire to hurt, to make trouble for others 
was born in you. Don’t interrupt. I know 
about you and Major Franks. Carol and I 
were still sitting in our car the night you 
drove the Major from the Park Cocktail 
Lounge and I saw you several times after 


experience, 


driving his car.” 

“Get out,” 
contorted with rage. 
you.” 

“Oh, sit down, 
lantly, rising slowly and taking me by the 
shoulders. 
the chair. “Nobody’s ever told you these 
things, so I elected myself for the job. As 
I said, you’re nice people—but in your own 


I hissed, standing up, my face 


“Get out before I kill 
Babe,” he said noncha- 


He gave me a gentle push into 


way. And that way right up to now is no 
good for you or for anybody else. You're 


just killing yourself by degrees. You can’t 
go through life making people unhappy 
without someday being made very un- 
happy yourself. You really are the victim 
of a form of character neurosis which 
means a kind of love of self and victory for 
oneself over someone. In your case, you 
are competitive crazy. Your form of char- 
acter neurosis takes the form of dominant 
interest in defeating another woman in 
which the male sex is the pawn. You really 
aren’t conscious of what you’ve been doing. 
It’s just a case of allowing something to 
take possession of you.” 

I stared at him unbelievingly, getting up, 
I walked slowly around him as he watched 
me quietly. I moved up to him, threw my 
arms about his neck and kissed him fiercely 
with all my might. I put all I had into the 
embrace, pressing my body against him un- 
til it seemed we were moulded together. I 
felt him tremble, felt the slow, hesitant 
response as he caught me to him. But he 
was of sterner stuff than I realized. Gently 
he disengaged my arms, pushed me back 
with one hand while he wiped the lipstick 
from his face with the other. 

“Under different circumstances and at 
another time, Jewel, you might have caught 
me that way. But I was once afflicted as 
you. I failed to tell you, but I used to make 
passes at women so much that I was nearly 
killed by the husband of one who, being 
very jealous, didn’t take kindly to some- 
body monkeying around with his wife. 
That woke me up and I did the next best 
thing I could think of: I went to a psychia- 
trist to help me break the habit of flirting. 
Today I can say I’ve conquered it. I feel 
a lot better and—safer for it, too. Now, I 
can devote all my love and attention to 
Carol.” 

I found myself telling him things as we 
sat there. For the first time, I found I had 
an understanding ear to pour my story into. 
I told Chuck of my early life, how my 
mother, widowed when my father was 
killed in an industrial always 
tried to keep me in the background when 
She even followed this 


accident, 


men were around. 
technique when, during my teen age days, 
nice fellows came by to see me. She’d dress 
in her best on these occasions and flounce 
around in front of them until there were 
times when I would have killed her. It 
was worst, I told him, when I got past 20 
and she, struggling almost pathetically to 
keep her figure and features as young as 
she could, continued to preen herself be- 
fore my friends. 

“So, you became frustrated,” said Chuck 
understandingly, “and finally cracking, be- 
gan fighting back in the only way you knew 
how—by hurting someone else.” I nodded. 

“Well, “T want to be 


your friend. 


Jewel,” he said, 
Carol knows I’m here and 
she also knows why I came by. She’s a 
psychiatrist herself and we talked it over 
thoroughly before we decided we wanted 
you for a friend. We figured we’d have to 
do a job on you because we knew what was 


eating you and thought that maybe we 
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could help you straighten yourself out. 
Are you still sore about it?” 

I sat silent, enjoying a newfound free- 
dom. It seemed as though a heavy weight 
had been somehow extracted from my 
brain, as though a cloud had cleared and I 
ould see through it the brightening rays 
of the sun for the first time. I felt ex- 
iilarated, floating around in a new atmos- 
phere that provided me with a sensation 
that was indescribably delicious. I smiled. 

“No, I’m not sore, Chuck. Maybe, you’ve 
lone me a great big favor. I know I can’t 
indo some of the things I’ve pulled. But 
maybe I can straighten out the mess I’ve 
made for Ernestine and Major Franks. 
Maybe —” 

‘Don’t get too enthusiastic, Baby,” he 
aid. “Take one step at a time. First of 
ill, you’ve got to get yourself straight. The 
Major doesn’t get my sympathy. He’s an 
old hand at flirting, himself. All he did 

hile he was overseas was to shack up 

ith different chicks and then try to play 


holier-than-thou with his men. From what 
I hear, he and his wife will go back to- 
gether on their own accord. They deserve 
each other. What you need most of all is 
to get yourself under a good psychiatrist 
and do it quick. Now that Dr. Austin seems 
to know what it’s all about. Perhaps you 
might think of someone else, but at any 
rate, find somebody and get started with 
your treatments.” 


MET MY FIRST test this afternoon 
and came out victorious. I feel much 
stronger because of it. I believe I'll be able 
to meet other such tests and conquer each 
of them until I know I am a normal woman 
again, and not the freak for breaking up 
happy marriages that almost led me to 
disaster. Dr. Austin tells me I’m a good 
patient and that my reactions to our ana- 
lytical sessions are bearing fruit. Best of 
all, I’ve got some good pals in my corner. 
Their names are Chuck and Carol White. 
THE END 








I Found Tragedy In Romance 


(Continued from Page 34) 


t: high class. We did no slipping around 
ind our relationship was never a vulgar 
ne. From the time we knew we were 
serious about each other, we let our spouses 

ow about it all. We told them on the 
ime occasion. It was last New Year’s 
Eve when the four of us got together at a 
bar named Milomo on Los Angeles’ west 
side. 

[ got to talking to Mrs. Monroe during 

course of the evening and she asked 

ne to give her a frank statement as to 

here she had failed as a wife. “Sexual- 
ly.” I replied, voicing what Jimmy had told 
ne was the reason. 

\irs. Monroe and I talked about a lot of 
things that night. Once we got off on a dis- 
cussion about what color shirt would look 
good on Jimmy. I said, “Jimmy would look 
good in a pink shirt.” About then, Mrs. 
Monroe spotted a man at the next table 
wearing one and disagreed with me, argu- 
ing: “No, he looks better in yellow.” I 
came back, “He would look good in a pink 
shirt, if I bought it for him.” That egged 
her to say, “If I have to get him a shirt, 
Pll get him a yellow one.” The conversa- 
tion started to get a little heated about that 
time, so I switched my talk to something 

I had other occasions to talk to Mrs. 
Monroe, all by phone. Sometimes after 
talking to her, I would feel perhaps my 
relationship with Jimmy was wrong, but 
then. I'd get a letter from him convincing 
me this was worth fighting for. Jimmy 
wrote beautiful letters and frequently col- 
ored them with poetic passages. Like this 

“Most Precious Rita, 

Darkness has closed in about me, 
and as the frost born mountain 
winds do gather in frolic, I sit alone 
in a deep but conscious dream of 


my most adored lady. It is with 
near madness that I struggle against 
the demon, anxiety. ‘But wait’ I 
say to myself, and as I do I find 
these words for you. 


THE STRONGEST IMPULSE OF A 
GENTLE HEART 
To Rita With All My Love 

“I felt a surging force within... 
as no doubt you have too, 

And it was telling me over again 
... that I had fallen in love 
with you. 

‘In love?’ I ask, ‘but how? 
indeed, and why’ 

And the surging force gave this re- 
ply: 

As God has made light the day .. . 
and dark the night. . . 

He has also made love a human 
right. Ask you how and I say 
to you... with heart and soul 
and all that’s true, 

With patience and time, see it 
through. 

Love her strongly, as the sun is 
bright . . . love her fairly with 
all your might, love her in joy 
and love her in tears . . . honor 
her being through all your years. 

Let never your heart travel astray, 
of what it holds for her today. 

“Because she’s your hope and your 
prayer, and shall always be... 
and of her, your heart will never 
be free... 

Love her that you may share... 
her happiness and her care... 
and I say listen not to those .. . 
who would fill your head with 
woes, lest ye would part . . . But 
to the one above ... who sent 


love... THE 


In love 


me with his 


STRONGEST IMPULSE OF A 
GENTLE HEART. 
Good night my love. 
Jimmy” 


EXCERPTS FROM OTHER LETTERS 
Jimmy wrote me will tell the true story 
of the incidents that led to his death. 

In a letter to me, dated December 9, 
1953, he stated: “. . . I said a little prayer 
last night, asking God, to make right, what- 
ever is wrong about our romance. My 
Darling, this can’t be wrong. Love is never 
wrong if it’s real and to love you honestly 
as I do is to love you for real. It must 
be right. Let’s not ever be wrong. If we 
are both sincere and trust each other there 
is no end to the gloriously happy life 
ahead. Don’t ever let fear restrain you, 
and please trust me not to ever put you ina 
fearful position. Nothing will harm or em- 
barrass you as long as you're mine. | will 
love and protect you, even with my life, 
Please don’t ever fear being with me. be- 
cause I shall be ever conscious and atten- 
tive to comfort and peace of mind. Our 
romance is possible without hurting any- 
one, especially us. I will do anything to 
keep you mine and safely so. I love you 
that way. My only request. Don’t let me 
go it alone, and trust my way for it will be 
fool proof. 

Love, 
Jimmy.” 


Two months befere his death, Jimmy 
wrote me: “. .. If it is any consolation to 
you, we will have another car and all my 
bills will be paid this year. By the way, 
Gene said last night that she realizes I don’t 
have you like I want you yet, but know- 
ing me she knows that it is only a matter 
of time, and that is her reason for wanting 
me to get all of our assets settled while we 
can still do it on a friendly basis. She ac- 
cepts the fact that you have won but is 
going to make sure she’s not left stranded. 

“She will have to have an operation 
within 90 days and has asked me to at 
least go along until it’s over. She had her 
new male interest over for dinner last night 
and he was extremely shy of me. However, 
I put him completely at ease and from all 
indications, he should prove a good mate 
for her. They have been out together and 
I’m pleased with her choice. . . 

Love, 
Jimmy.” 


In a letter dated March 2, 1954, a month 
or so prior to his death, Jimmy asked me: 
“ . . Would you consider starting a sav- 
ings account at the same time I do. for the 
express purpose of a starter for us when 
the time comes? Perhaps a year would 
be a good yardstick to measure the inten- 
sity of our love for each other. Working 
together toward a mutual aim would en 
hance our romance and yet allow each of 
us the freedom to quit if we so decided. 
(I never will) ... 

Forever, 
Jimmy.” 


The night Jimmy was murdered, I had 
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talked to him by phone. He said he had 
told Genevieve that he was definitely leav- 
ing, and that there was nothing she could 
do to change the situation. He told me 
he had to get away from her right away, 
that she was desperate, and might try any- 
thing. 

Jimmy’s body was not discovered for 
two days. After Mrs. Monroe killed him 
she locked up his remains in their apart- 
ment on West Adams Boulevard. I be- 
came worried about him when he didn’t 
report for work on the day following our 
telephone conversation. That evening I 
went to his apartment to check the situa- 
tion. I talked with the landlord, that night 
and again the next morning, expressing my 
fears to him. I believe it was my persist- 
ence that finally led to Genevieve’s confes- 
sion of her crime to the landlord. He in- 
vestigated, found the body, and called the 
police. 

The coroner’s report stated that Jimmy 
was killed by 11 hammer blows to the head 
and a knife wound in his heart. There was 
no evidence of a struggle on his part. 

When Mrs. Monroe was arrested, she in- 
dicated to police that she had killed her 
husband because he was determined to 
leave her for me. She reportedly had tried 
to commit suicide by taking 20 to 30 sleep- 
ing tablets before police arrived to place 
her under custody. 

Genevieve looks like and has been de- 
scribed as a meek little housewife. Ac- 
tually, she is anything but that. Jimmy 
used to tell me she was cruel and cold to 
him. He said she would not keep the house 
in order, or cook the meals and that she 


was constantly arguing or nagging, and 
that things seldom satisfied her. When- 


ever she got in her meanest moods, he once 
told me, she would take off from home and 
tramp the streets for hours on end. 

Genevieve has a background that is any- 
thing but good, I’ve heard. She reputedly 
was married twice before she was wed to 
Jimmy. According to Jimmy, she tried to 
kill him a couple of times prior to the 
real slaying. The first time she attempted 
to shoot him but the gun didn’t fire. The 
next time she tossed some lye in his face, 
blinding him for a week or two. 

Genevieve was a reckless woman, this I 
know. After she knew that Jimmy and I 
were in love with each other, she pestered 
my family with reports on the affair. She 
talked several times with my husband and 
my father and even spoke once to my 
daughter. I thought all of that was un- 
necessary, 

My husband had a way of handling 
Genevieve. She got into the habit of phon- 
ing him constantly, to ask what he was 
going to do about Jimmy and me. My 
husband would always answer, that he in- 
tended to do nothing, and advised her to do 
the same. 

Mrs. Monroe is a free woman today, I 
think, only because she hired a crafty. 
shrewd lawyer. Her attorney, ex- cop Earl 
Broady, has been likened to famed Jerry 
Geisler as a criminal lawyer and can boast 
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of never having lost a woman in 40 or 50 
murder cases over the last 914 years. He 
set up a strong argument for her on the 
plea of self defense and it did the trick, 
saving her from what looked to me to be a 
clear-cut murder charge. 

Now that I look back on the trial, I can’t 
help thinking that things would have all 
been different had I not been a part of the 
mess. It at least has been rumored that 
the prosecuting attorney, a brilliant young 
barrister named William McGinley, 
handicapped by the fact that I presented 
an unpopular inter-racial aspect to his side 
of the case. 

I volunteered to appear at the case for 
the prosecution when I could have refused. 
Had I refused, I felt, people might be led 
to believe that I was ashamed of my rela- 
tionship with Jimmy. I wanted nobody to 
feel that way. Then too, I could have been 
subpoenaed as a witness by the defense in 
a manner to hurt the prosecution’s side 
even more than it did as things turned out. 

The defense seemed to try to build up 
the idea that there was something dishon- 
orable about my affair with Jimmy. It at- 
tempted to prove I was overly promiscuous 
with him and had given him 
Neither was the truth. But to convince the 
jury of the claims, the defense produced in 
evidence a letter and a card Id written to 
Jimmy. The letter had to do with my pri- 
vate relations with Jimmy and didn’t make 
me-appear too good. As I recall, I wrote 
in it at one point that “I feel real mellow 
and in a going to bed mood.” At another: 
“Td like to have you hold me real tight 
until I fell asleep. All of which wouldn't 
do you too much good, but I'd be happy, 
because I don’t feel too sexy—just lovey.” 

The letter in its entirety was not as bad 
as it sounded. It was in the nature of a 
joke. I used to tease Jimmy in that man- 
ner all of the time. 

The card, referred to by the defense, 
ried a note to Jimmy, telling him I’d lend 
him a few dollars with the provision that 
he pay me back. I never gave Jimmy a 
dime. I never had to. 

I admitted everything about my relations 
with Jimmy at the trial. It was not an easy 
thing to do, however. When the 
prodded me about reports that I had spent 
weekends with Jimmy at a Los Angeles 
motel, I found it embarrassing to answer 
but admitted that I had because it was true. 
I would have gone anywhere with Jimmy. 
I loved him that much. 

In all my life, I don’t think I know of a 
single person who was as gentle to me as 
was Jimmy. He made my life seem worth- 
while all the time I was around him. 

Jimmy’s death brought our relations into 
the public eye and I am now suffering from 
the publicity. One day after the incident 
got into the newspapers, I was called from 
my desk at Lockheed to the front office. I 
sensed that it was the gate for me. When 
arrived in the office, officials of the plant 
began pumping questions at me about my 
application for the job. I was asked 


was 


money. 


car- 


defense 


whether or not I'd falsified my application, 
a condition which can cause one to lose his 
job at the plant. Replying, I said to the 


best of my knowledge I'd not. That put 
me at the mercy of a technicality. It was 


then pointed out to me by the officials that 
I'd listed on my application that I’d never 
been arrested when actually I was once 
booked but not jailed on bookmaking. I 
was fired right on the spot. 


(THER E ARE PROBABLY few people in 

my corner right now but among them I 
can proudly count Jimmy’s parents who 
Chicago where he was originally 
from. His father, E. S. Monroe, told me 
he didn’t blame me for the tragedy. After 
Jimmy’s death. I wrote his mother a letter 
and acard. She answered in a letter which 


live in 


read: 
“Dear Rita: 
Your letter and card were very 
comforting. It was sweet of you to 


think of me on Mother’s Day. 

This terrible tragedy has just left 
me so I can do nothing but think of 
my poor baby and how he must 
have suffered. 

There are so many things that I 
I will write 
Just 


to be able to compose 


would like to know. 


you a letter in a few days. 


don’t seem 
myself on a letter. 

I am so grateful for your letter 
and hope you will feel free to write 
and just tell me everything. 

It makes me more content to 

know that you did love him. 

Sincerely Yours, 
Willene Monroe” 

Today, as I look back on the episode of 
my life involving Jimmy I have little more 
than memories of the happy times we had 
together. The rest is mostly dreary and sad. 


Out of the nightmare, though, I have 
reached one definite conclusion: the U. S. 
is not ready for interracial romance. And 


that goes for Negroes as well as whites. 
The situation is a thing I hate to see be- 
cause I believe that two persons should 
be able to love each other, no matter what 
their racial identifications. But the condi- 
tion is as it is, and I have to live with it 
likely until my death, so I’ve decided to 
live by the accepted pattern to make things 
as easy for everybody concerned as possi- 
ble. I’ve now returned to the white race, 
for better or for worse. I hope I won’t have 
too much trouble readjusting to the return. 
My most pressing problem at present is 
finding employment. I’ve been out of work 
since I lost my job at Lockheed. With a 
new job, I think maybe I can get my mind 
off the horrible things which have hap- 
pened to me in the past. I pray so, anway. 


THE END 
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Can Second Marriages Succeed? 


(Continued from Page 20) 


counselors seem to agree on at least three, 
but not necessarily in this order: 

Sex incompatibility 

Financial matters 

Clash of temperaments 

The first reason is no surprise to the 
medical profession. It is quite possible 
that the greatest majority of wrecked mar- 
riages are caused by the failure of one or 
both marriage partners to adjust them- 
selves to sexual intercourse. Doctors, espe- 
cially, know that sex, without a mutual 
understanding by both husband and wife 
of its pleasurable and healthful nature, 
becomes less than nothing if either party 
lacks a “grown-up” attitude towards sex. 
The high percentage of broken first mar- 
riages in the United States must certainly 
reflect a shocking degree of immaturity 
and improper attitude of the thousands of 
marriage-minded couples who storm the 
offices of the marriage license bureaus. 

The case of Julia Allen, pretty, young, 
and bewildered divorcee, should sum up 
all the reasons, logical and illogical, of 
why her first marriage, which started out 
as a “blazing romance”, should suddenly 
flicker out and die. From the very first 
day of her honeymoon, Julia discovered 
that her husband was overly-sexed, a mere 
child as far as money matters went, and 


as for treating her as a mature, under- 
standing and intelligent wife, he plainly 
told her that she lacked the brains of a 
twelve year old. 

It was obvious from the start that this 
marriage would end in disaster. Yet, on 
the day her divorce was granted, Julia 
Allen felt that she could have saved hen 
marriage with courage, faith, and under- 
standing. Perhaps, if her husband had 
consulted a doctor about his sex excesses; 
perhaps, if both of them had honestly ex- 
amined their blessings . . . but it was too 
late now, and that night, sitting in her 
lonely apartment, remembering the past, 
and dreading the future, Julia Allen re- 
solved that, “Next time I meet the man 
I love, and he asks me to marry him, I’m 
going to work harder than I ever did be- 
fore to make my marriage successful!” 

Julia Allen meant what she said, and not 
long afterward, did indeed meet a man 
who fulfilled all the attributes of her ro- 
mantic ideal, and her second marriage 
proved successful. What is the moral of 
this matrimonial report? Perhaps it is 
that successful second marriages depend, 
to a very great extent, on the experiences 
learned, and absorbed, from an unsuccess- 
ful first marriage. 


THE END 





What Happened To Billy Eckstine? 


(Continued from Page 39) 


1948, the Eckstine boom had really begun 
to build. Billy switched his style away 
from blues and bop to the more showy bal- 
lads, warbling such tunes as What’s My 
Yame, Bewildered, and his magnificent 
Caravan. At New York’s starmaker Para- 
mount Theater in the spring of 1949, the 
bobby-soxers came early and stayed late 
to pay homage to their new idol. Billy did 
not fail them. He sang with delicate shad- 
ing, expert timing and breathless phrasing. 
When the young fans screamed “More, 
more,” Billy bowed from the hips with his 
air of aloof detachment, and graciously 
complied. 

From the Paramount on, Billy’s fame 
flashed like a brilliant skyrocket through 
the musical skies. His singing fee multi- 
plied many times to as high as $12,500 a 
week, and there were plenty takers. He 
grossed $500,000 from record sales, stage 
and night club appearances that year. 

Billy’s popularity soared him to the top 
of the Pittsburgh Courier, Down Beat and 
\letronome music polls as the nation’s most 
outstanding male vocalist, and the coun- 
try’s 3,000 disc jockeys spun his records 
again and again with re-occurring delirium. 
Eckstine’s MGM disc sales hit the 3,000,000 
mark (/ Apologize and My Foolish Heart 


is) 


each sold over one million copies), and on 
January 1, 1950, national headquarters of 
the Billy Eckstine Fan Clubs of America 
reported 100,000 members, all sworn to the 
noble purpose of “listening to Billy Eck- 
stine records, promoting Billy Eckstine 
records and following Billy Eckstine into 
whatever public places he may appear.” 
He became “The Great Mr. B.” to fans 
and record spinners, and Metro-Goldwyn- 
Mayer gave him a movie contract. 

And so, after long struggle, success 
came to Billy Eckstine, sudden and over- 
powering. Billy’s own analysis of it went 
like this: “I'd say that I just happened 
to catch on at the beginning of a cycle... 
I'd be pretty foolish to say I didn’t like it.” 

Then a note of caution clouded his hazel- 
brown eyes. Said he: “What I got to worry 
about is that some day it will stop.” 

Billy’s fears were soon, in small meas- 
ure, to be confirmed. Despite his smash- 
ing successes, by 1951 some observers saw 
the storm warnings going up in a discern- 
ible drop in box office appeal among Billy’s 
original Negro fans, who sat on their hands 
while Eckstine sang his “new sounds,” 
Enchanted Land, No Orchids for My Lady, 
A New Shade of Blue. They were waiting, 
it seemed, for the old Jelly Jelly. 


It was evident that the juke box set had 
begun to feel that their hero was going 
high hat in his music. Eckstine himself 
somewhat confirmed this thought. Said he: 
“T hate blues ... You can’t do anything 
with them ... They don’t kill me.” 


BELLY WAS CLEARLY GOING after a 

new type of song, but with sometimes 
disappointing results after he found it, 
Wrote New York Daily News critic Boh 
Sylvester after Billy opened in April, 195], 
at New York’s elite Copacabana: “He 
started out with a half-baked song by a 
half-baked writer . . . and ended with a 
purely dreadful piece of material by a 
purely dreadful writer .. .” 

Later, the influential musician’s Bible. 
Down Beat, charged that Eckstine did not 
meet his audiences halfway with his song 
selections during a stint at Harlem’s Apollo 
Theater. The magazine said Billy offered 
Harlemites “a Copa show,” taking with 
him a big band, including seven fiddles 
and a conductor—a far cry from the old 
days when a biting trumpet section would 
leap in behind his torchy singing and go 
rollicking on its red-hot way. Lamented 
Down Beat: “It is a sad thing to see a 
great artist reach the stage where he has 
gone beyond the kind of audience who 
helped make him famous, has lost contact 
with them and their musical tastes. It is 
happening with Billy in his hold on Negro 
audiences.” 

Another voice was likewise heard out of 
the critical wilderness, that of Barry Ula- 
nov in Metronome magazine. Wrote Ula- 
nov: “Perhaps it isn’t fair to blame Billy 
for . . . the material MGM has loaded 
him with and the changes in phrasing and 
sound this material has wrought.” 

Although the recording firm had made 
flattering recognition of Billy’s achieve. 
ment by assigning him the spot of its No. 1 
pop singer, said Ulanov, it also spawned 
“such unpleasant exhibits as the recent 
Roses and Baby Won’t You Say You Love 
Me, songs so feeble that not all of Mr. B's 
considerable equipment could redeem them. 
It also produced a lessening of the tension 
which can most readily be identified by the 
gravelly sounds which liven much of the 
otherwise unimpressive singing on the ear 
lier National records. It produced a new 
smoothness which doesn’t sit well with the 
Eckstine voice, a softening of fibre and 
sweetening of texture, which may suit the 
color and fragrance of rose blossoms and 
the nature of wheedling love plaints, but 
which certainly do not fit the quality of 
this distinguished voice.” 

Some exceptions were made in the criti 
cism of Eckstine’s then current works. 
Notably good were his Stardust and the 
fine results of his teaming with the upcom 
ing Sarah Vaughan on Dedicated To You 
and You’re All I Need. Critic Ulanov ae 
cepted these, but declared: “It isn’t enough 
for such a singer to sing well some of the 
time and kill the public all of the time 
Not enough when the singer is Billy Eck 
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~ stine who once had a wonderful jazz band 





of his own and played such fine horn him- 
self . . . Billy must sing more standards 
and... less trash and... the backgrounds 
that suggest his own background. Mr. B. | 
came from jazz and it is to jazz that he| 
must return...” 

But Billy turned a deaf ear to the dour 
voices of disaster and listened instead to | 
the hosannas, which were still being sung 
loud and clear by many of his admirers. 
Wrote night life columnist Lee Mortimer 
in June of 1952: “Packing them into the 
Copacabana to a degree unusual for late 
June is the one and only .. . Billy Eck- | 
stine . . . doing a selling job that refutes | 
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Mr. B... . The reaction to his mellifluous 
yocalizing is amazing. Women. shriek, 
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groan, moan and writhe. Senses. 
Another columnist, Broadway’s Dorothy * 
Kilgallen, likewise attested to Billy’s hyp- Yy Ol L-L40ESf 
notic charm by reporting: “As an eye- ALL IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES. 


witness to Billy Eckstine’s entrance at 
Birdland on New Year’s night, I can report 
that his short walk from the doorway to a 
desirable banquet table was as spectacular 
as anything seen in these parts in recent 
weeks, and anybody taking a blindfold test 
would have sworn Eisenhower had just 
come into the room with Mamie and Mari- 
lyn Monroe. There wasn’t a light on in the 
place, except for the spots on the band, 
but the crowd caught Billy’s wave length 
in the dark and yelled and cheered and | 
applauded and rushed over to him.” 

The trade paper Variety also found Billy | 
in fine voice near the end of 1953 when his 
Las Vegas performance drew the follow- 
ing comment: “The powerful delivery of 
Eckstine has brought him a long way from 
band singer with Earl Hines to present | 
stature as a top nitery warbling stylist. | 
He is silken smooth in presentations, and 
in spite of his wide vibrate, charges each 
melody with expert musicianship.” 
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1953 after 11 years of what near the end 
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The reason for the sudden drop in Eck- | 
stine stock was perhaps best hinted in a | 
Down Beat review of his early 1954 record- 
ing release, Rendezvous. Said the maga- 
tine: “Rendezvous is B’s best since Co- 
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Not only was Billy’s popularity slipping, 
but there were other idols to sap up the 
deserting fans. An extremely astute pianist- 
turned-singer named Nat Cole rose to chal- 
lenge and take away Billy’s title as the | 





















No. 1 pop singer in the land. A newer voice Necklace if iat send BON MINOR sciscnncsacsocecsense « Frame Color............cueceese-0 
—teminiscent of Eckstine but only slightly money with order. Nome 

that of Roy Hamilton, also made a Add 

strong bid for the bobby-sox trade. And 10 DAY FREE TRiat a ei Oe 

still later, that of the astonishing Sammy MONEY BACK GUARANTEE  _—_—_ (ahdianneeeeeediaaeieetbabaeiemmmmntis 











HAPPY AGENTS COIN 













FREE SAMPLES AND FREE GIFTS OFFER. 
Be our Agent. Make Big Money! Sell Sweet ~ 
Georgia Brown Hair Dressing, Beauty Goods, 
Curios, Incense. Get Big Agents Outfit and Sl { 
valuable Premium Free offersand FREE NS © g 
Samples of Sweet Georgia <3 av ; 


Hair Dressing, Face Powder and In- 
cense, Easy work, full or spare time. 

! Hurry! Send your name 
SEND QUICK! and address for FREE 
Samples, FREE Catena and Big Money 
Making proposition. Write today! 


VALMOR PRODUCTS CO., Dept. D-205 
2451 S. Michigan Ave. Chicago 16, Il, 


Bl 
— 


for 
SWEET 
GEORGIA 
BROWN 


BEAUTY 
PRODUCTS 


BIG 


SAMPLE CASE 













AGONIZING ITCH 
IN WOMEN 


guickly, safely relieved 


Why let that terrible feminine itching, 
irning, and discharge drive you wild? 
instant relief with amazing gentle, 


hing STIRIZOL. Pure, medicated 
rIRIZOL gives you that clean, clean, 
sh feeling—quickly does away with of- 
nsive odor. Thousands of happy women 
are-free feminine hygiene with 

IR [ZOL, Be safe, be sure, be lovable. 

ig lasting package $1.50 at your drug 

re or order direct from The Stirizol 
Co., 35-28 149th Place, Flushing 54, N. Y., 
Dept.T-10.Soldwithmoney-backguarantee. 








Has IRON-STARVED BLOOD Left You 


WORN OUT? 


FEEL GOOD AGAIN FAST 
with famous S.S.S. TONIC 


When you’re suffering from that common blood 
condition known as Iron Deficiency Anemia, 
$.S.S. TONIC brings blessed relief. $.$.$. TONIC 
supplies the ESSENTIAL IRON you need for 
PEP AND ENERGY. Ask for this favorite 
blood-building formula in liquid or easy-to-take 
tablets at your drug counter today. You will be 
satisfied or your money back. Feel your best, 


TAKE S.S.S. TONIC 








$3.00 TO $15.00% 
PA IRPIECE $15. te 
REAL GENU 





ver 
url 2 BRAIDED HUMAN 
5 PUFFSS269,,"4" 





$169 











ZWSTER/.| a OverWIG “769 
CURLS $3. S3\rRowr BANGS AND 


NOTLOVASTLYS 
n> Vd 


STATE SHADE OR 





aL Sa i 
FLORA CO. BOX 88, RICHMOND 96, VA-ERE es 





Davis Jr., rose to the fore. In Hollywood, 


where Eckstine was once expected to be. 
come America’s first authentic Negro male 
romantic star, the cinema colony suddenly 
took a liking to another young singer, 
Harry Belafonte. 

What truly did happen to the man who 
had soared to heights never before attained 
by a Negro pop singer? 

The truth of the matter is, nothing really 
happened to Eckstine. At least, not to the 
great voice, his timing, showmanship or 
delivery. But records made Billy, as they 
make every popular singer. And Billy just 
hasn’t had a good one in ages. Blame it 
on promotion or blame it on the materia]— 
both are greatly at fault. The fact is, Billy 
hasn’t sung anything lately that caught the 
fancy of the buying and listening public. 

You may also blame this sudden decline, 
to a certain extent, on Billy himself; his 
determination to do what he believes in, 
And he has believed in many of the things 
he has done in the past few years. A key 
to this undoubtedly admirable factor in the 
Eckstine makeup came when he revealed 
in London how he had turned down the 
lead male role when the hit movie Carmen 
Jones was being planned. Said Billy: “] 
just couldn’t go along with the treatment, 
The stereotyped ‘dats’ and ‘dems’ the char- 
acters had to say and sing. That’s old. 
fashioned plantation stuff. Yes, I knew the 
picture was a big hit—but when I went to 
see it, I walked out in the middle.” 

But a lot of observers feel that Billy has 
sort of “walked out in the middle” of his 
singing greatness. Said one large Chicago 
record dealer: “I think he’s kind of dried 
up his popularity somewhere. He hasn't 
taken any good numbers.” Dealers report 
his current recordings are selling “fair, 
nothing special.” 

A staunch Eckstine rooter, Chicago disc 
jockey Daddy-o Daylie, sees it this way: 
“T think he rates among the top four, right 
up there with Perry Como, Nat Cole and 
Frank Sinatra.” Daylie cited poor manage: 
ment and promotion of the singer as Billy's 
chief enemies. “Eckstine is the victim of 
a situation,” said Daylie, “I know that the 
guy is one of the truly great singers. He 
made it on his merit, and in the long ru, 
he will survive.” 

But Down Beat editor Jack Tracy laid 
the cards face up on the table on the ques 
tion of Eckstine’s future. “Billy needs a 
record very, very badly,” said Tracy. 
“Either he’s got to have a record or do 
what he did before, when he was coming 
up, hit the young audiences.” 

For 40-year-old William Clarence Eck 
stine, the choice may be a hard one. But 
in the end, nothing has happened to The 
Great Mr. B. that he can’t overcome all 


by himself. THE END 
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Doctors Are Ignorant 


(Continued from Page 40) 


ily tell if a cancer has started. Finally, 
there needs to be a drug or a procedure 
that will kill every cancer cell in the body 
without affecting the normal tissues. 

Heart disease is the greatest killer of 
all yet all that doctors can do about it is 
to give medicines that help patch up the 
heart and keep it going just as they give 
a crutch to a one legged man. Doctors are 
impotent in dealing with heart disease 
because they are ignorant of the basic 
causes. They do know in a general way 
that infections with certain germs can 
cause certain heart diseases, but enough 
is not known to prevent this action. All 
they can do is to treat the heart after its 
affliction has appeared and this treatment 
consists only of whipping up the organ 
with drugs to drive it to the performance 
of action consistent with life. 

High blood pressure also kills far too 
many people. The heart of a doctor is 
wrung with sorrow as he watches the blood 
pressure of his friends and patients go 
higher and higher month by month until 
the inevitable stroke, heart failure, or kid- 
ney disease takes them off. 

Then there are cerebral palsy, muscular 
dystrophy, leukemia, Hodgkin’s disease, 
cirrhosis of the liver, kidney disease, in- 
sanity, and a host of other afflictions about 
which there is much ignorance both as to 
cause and cure. 

Not only does medical ignorance relate 
to specific diseases but also to certain gen- 
eral problems. For instance, why in a 
given group of people some will live to 
tipe old ages and some will die young? 
Whatever the cause of cancer is, why does 
this disease strike some and pass others 
by? Why is it that a person who has lived 
a perfectly clean and wholesome life may 
be stricken with high blood pressure while 
some one else who has disobeyed every 
known health rule will be healthy? Why 
of two children with the same parents, liv- 
ing in the same household, eating the same 
food, one will develop asthma or eczema 
and the other go unscathed? Why does 
the eruption of a certain skin disease break 
out on the face of one person and on the 
arms of another? Why does one person 
ina family go insane while others living 
by his side retain good mental health? Be- 
cause such questions are unanswerable the 
devout turn to religion and say that it is 
the will of God that we be punished for 
our sins. Others invoke superstition. But 
the doctor’s answer is that medicine is yet 
too ignorant to give an adequate explana- 
tion, 

A doctor differs from any other profes- 
sional in that he knows he is ignorant 
and is humble about it. Every doctor ap- 
Proaches the sick bed thoroughly aware of 
his limitations and wishing he knew more. 

is inadequacy makes him desire to brid ge 


over the abyss of his ignorance. In no 
other profession are such strenuous efforts 
made to improve knowledge. A physician 
who boasts of his knowledge and is cock- 
sure of his facts is a fake. A true physician 
is the embodiment of humility and uncer- 
tainty. He will do the best he can knowing 
full well, that what he does is 
very little and that which he does today 
might be obsolete tomorrow. Every doctor 
leans heavily on the natural recuperative 
ability of the body and realizes that the 
medicine he gives or the operation he per- 
forms is just a small contribution to the 
tendency of nature to solve its own prob- 
lems. 

The token of the medical profession is 
its vast effort to rid itself of ignorance. 
Laboratories, clinics, and hospitals all over 
the world are beehives of activity trying to 
fathom the mystery of disease. Out of 
this tremendous effort occasionally comes 

discovery that makes doctors less igno- 
rant. Things like penicillin, insulin, ACTH, 
cortisone, the pernicious anemia factor, 
and poliomyelitis vaccine gave physicians 
hope that ultimately the whole problem of 
human disease will be solved. 


however, 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 9) 


same plan in mind. 

Wheels are turning to make Mary 
*“Starbuds Revue,” an annual 
Carnegie Hall 


Bruce’s 

event at for many 
years, a monthly television showcase 
for small-fry talent. 

Ex-showman Charlie Banks (who’s roll- 
ing in green stuff these days) busy writing 
scripts, directing and producing his own 
movie shorts, which he shows in a private 
theatre built in the spacious playroom of 
his Ossining mansion. Charlie’s guests star 
in the productions. 

Sammy Davis, Jr.’s pop left the 
trio, for a while anyway, to act the 
part of musician Fletcher Henderson 
in “The Benny Goodman Story.” 
Lionel Hampton and Teddy Wilson 
play themselves. 

Joe Louis is just about set to play him- 
self in a “blackboard jungle” type of movie 
about the fight game, called: “The Square 
Jungle.” 

Talented young impressionist Ar- 
nold Dover (the best impression that 
he does is of Richard Widmark and 
you'd swear that “Giggles” is doing 
the bit himself) has a new personal 
manager ... Sammy Davis, Jr. 
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Sweeten Stomach—Uncork Constipation 
...and wake up with a smile! 


Don’t be sour-faced! Get overnight relief 
from constipation and sour stomach both 


at same time... with truly wonderful 
Black-Draught! 

Black-Draught laxative-stomach sweet- 
ener acts two ways when you're sluggish 
—with digestive upset from constipation. 
Gently but thoroughly uncorks all 25 feet 
of clogged intestines . . . helps sweeten 
up your sour stomach, too! 

And...no harsh griping. Black-Draught 
contains Nature’s pure vegetable herbs. 
Famous since 1840. Get Black-Draught* 
today. See how much brighter you feel 
when you wake up tomorrow! 

*In Powder or Granulated form...and 
now in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too! 
FOR CHILDREN! Get honey-sweet syrup 
of Black-Draught when constipation has 

upset their digestion. They'll love it! 
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ENTRANCEMENT perfume 


for SPECIAL PURPOSES 


Because ENTRANCEMENT is a POWERFUL 
and UNUSUAL perfume 
How a clever woman uses ENTRANCEMENT 
“oe ~ oes ou interested ina man—but he pays you no 
e doesn’t even know you're alive! Then with 
ENTRANCER ENT you may make him very much 
aware of you when you're in his == Just use a few 
crepe Se way the directions tell yo 
~ ze ur man quareiied with: ‘you? Or have you 
guarelte with him? Then a few drops of ENTRANCE- 
ME (used as airections show you) when you kiss and 
aan A shows him your very essential femininity. _ 
-.. is another woman after your man? ENTRANCE- 
MENT (used according to directions) is very useful for 
the woman who is determined to use all her feminine 
wiles to keep her man. 
« . + Does your man spend his time with others— 
when you want him te be with you? ENTRANCE- 
MENT (used properly as directions tell you) can so em- 
phasize your feminine presence—and can make him so 
aware of your femininity, be it is likely he may prefer 
your company to that of others 
- Does your man seem to expect that you'll always 
be patiently wesnng we matter how he strays and 
sous ou? Does he take you for granted? Then 
NTRANCEMENT (used the way directions show you) 
commu reminds him that you are a woman and not 
to be trified with. And that if he neglects you—it will be 
at his peril—and he will suffer the consequences 
Remember—ENTRANCEMENT is a very powerful per- 
fume. Because ENTRANCEMENT is made of fine es- 
sential oils skillfully blended for best effects. Find out for 
yourself why women who use ENTRANCEMENT per- 
fume have happiness and joy in their life. Send for EN- 
TRANCEMENT today, complete with instructions tell- 
ing how to use it. Only $3 complete if you send cash or 
money one, or check, because then we pay all postage. 
If C. O. D., you ay postman $3 plus 42c Government 
charges. So send $3 today and save 42c. Then you can 
start using ENTRANCEMENT right away. 4 rite to— 
iv of ENTRANCEMENT, Dept. 5, Ardsley, 
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You, too, can enjoy the benefits of a high school 
education to further your business, educational or 
social career. Now you can get your diploma at 
home! No classes to attend. You need just a few 
hours a week—in your spare time—to finish high 
schoo] the easy Wayne way. 

SET YOUR OWN PACE...LEARN EASILY! 

You get thorough, individual instruction. Voca- 
tional and academic subjects; standard texts fur- 
nished. Full credit for previous schooling. Prepare 
for college entrance examinations. Send coupon 
today for FREE Catalog HAS-51. 
WAYNE SCHOOL, 2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicage 14, Ill. 


MAIL NOW FOR CATALOG ! 


WAYNE SCHOOL, (Catalog HAS-51) 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, UL. 
FREE High School Catalog with full 
ee snt ‘about Wayne training. 
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Amazing comfort! Strong, 
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Mail order: Give measure 
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PIPER BRACE CO. paid. excent COD’s. 

811 Wyandotte Dept.TG-105, Kansas City, Mo. 
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LATEST HAIR CREATIONS 
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Humania’s Open Part 
GLAMOUR 


Gives real .natural 
appeorance. Has 
double wovy hu- 
mon hair 18” long, 
Easily attached. : ” 
Comb front hair a 
into it to moke BOB WIG 
your own part. Choice of part ei- 
a — ther side or center, 
ona ined net 

foundation 10.95 — “== $21.00 
Mixed grey 13.95 Mixed grey....$24.00 
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20 
ALL AROUNDS 
Feather cut style. Will fit 
ony head. Curls ore cro- 
quinoled .. . $5.95 Very low price, pr. $3.95 
Mixed grey, $6.95 Mixed grey, pair $4.95 
You have choice of shades; black, off-black, dark-brown. 
Mixed grey prices quoted. State size and color desired. 


ER = Write for your FREE copy Humenie’s 


illustrated Heir Style Booklet TODAY 


HUMANIA HAIR CO. 


Dept. BB-9 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N.Y. 


BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
Two clusters at price of 
one. Can be combed. 




















Are Today's Wives Over-Sexed? 


(A Tan Special Short Feature) 


HE YOUNG HUSBAND was frantic with 

worry. He’d been waiting in the Doctor’s 
office for almost a half hour, while the Doctor 
was in conference with another patient. But, 
within the next ten minutes the young husband 
had unfolded a story that made the Doctor’s 
eyes lift in surprise. Oh, he’d heard dozens of 
frank and intimate confessions from young 
and confused husbands, but this was indeed 
one that was shockingly different. 

“You say, Mr. Harrison, that your wife, ah, 
seems to feel that you are not .. . satisfying 
her—is that it?” 

“Yes, that’s it, Doctor Williams. I hate to 
admit it . . . maybe it’s not right to come here 
and tell you these things. Maybe I should 
have gone to a psychiatrist, but I honestly 
didn’t know what to do. I. . . I thought that 
a Doctor might give me some advice. My wife’s 
driving me crazy with her demands, Doctor! 
What shall I do?” 

The first thing Doctor Williams did was to 
soothe the young man’s state of mind with his 


‘| kindly talk. After that, it was easy to get the 


young man to sit down and confide in him. 
Very soon, the true facts in the case of Sam 
Harrison and an over-sexed wife came out into 
the open. 

“I was living in a small town near Rich- 
mond, Virginia. My mother and father were 
both killed in an automobile accident when I 
was still in the army, so when I got out I 
rented a room in a boarding house and sort of 
kept to myself for a while. You see, I thought 
in that way, I’d forget about my folks—but it 
didn’t work. Then, one day, the daughter of 
one of the women boarders came to visit her. 
She was on a vacation from college, and her 
mother put her up in her room. There were 
rumors about her mother. You know how 
boarding houses are. They said that the girl’s 
mother was bad—that she had men callers 
practically every night in her room and she’d 
often gone out with them to their rooms. I 
never listened to that kind of talk, Doctor. 
Live and let live is my motto. Then, when 
June Rollins arrived and I saw her for the first 
time, I had the feeling then and there, that 
she was the girl for me, but I should have 
suspected something the very first night, 
Pacter.....° 

“What do you mean, son,” asked the kindly 
old Doctor. 

“Well, we’d met at the supper table. We all 
ate together. And [ couldn’t get over the feel- 
ing that she had her eyes on me all evening 
long. Afterwards, we did talk for a while. 
Everything seemed pleasant enough, and when 
I said goodnight and went to my room that 
night and to bed, I certainly never expected to 
experience what I did in the middle of the 
night. It was about midnight. I’d been asleep 
about an hour, when | thought I heard the 
door of my room open. I’m a very light sleeper. 
I guess the army taught me that. I wasn’t fully 
awake but I wasn’t so drowsy that I didn’t 
suspect that there was someone in my room. 
I turned over on my side and looked toward 
the door. I saw a shadowy figure in a thin 
nightgown coming toward the bed. I pretend- 
ed to be asleep and it was only when the figure 
came close that I knew what it was. No one 
but June Rollins used that kind of perfume! 
She had a good excuse for coming into my 
room that night, all right. She said it was be- 
cause it was cold in her room.” 

“And is that the first and last time she came 
into your room, young man?” asked the 
Doctor. 

“No, she visited my room at least a half- 
dozen times. I didn’t encourage her, but then, 
I didn’t discourage her. And now, after I’ve 
found out the kind of a woman she is, I’m 





sorry I ever got mixed up with her.” 

“Then, you didn’t really love her when you 
married her?” 

“I can’t honestly say. I guess I thought J 
owed it to her to marry her after .. . after 
our relationship. Anyway, a week later we ran 
off and got married, and came back to live at 
the boarding house. We couldn’t afford any. 
thing better.” 

“Was it about this time that you discovered 
that she was demanding too much of you?” 

“Yes, Doctor. Believe me, I know that not 
all women are alike. That some women need 
to be loved more than others, but I began to 
feel that I was nothing more than a partner in 
some sadistic sexual ritual that wasn’t human. 
She was never really satisfied, and always 
eager to ridicule me for what she called my 
“lack of manhood.” Then, one night I could 
stand no more of it. We had a fight, and | 
put my cards on the table—told her we 
weren’t living a normal married life and that 
she ought to see a doctor about it. Know what 
she did, Doctor?” 

“No, my son, what happened?” 

“She packed my clothes in a suitcase and 
told me to leave the house. That’s the last I 
saw of her. I couldn’t go back to that kind of 
life again. I’ll always remember her last words 
as I left the house. She said, “I don’t want 
anyone around who can’t take care of a wom- 
an the right way! There’s plenty of men who 
can give me what I want!” 

What advice did the Doctor have for the 
troubled young man? First of all, he compli- 
mented him on his good sense in leaving his 
wife when he did. To have stayed on and sub- 
mitted to her perverted ideas about sex play, 
eventually, he would have become a miserable 
hollow shell of a man, defeated in spirit and 
in health. 

In the case of Sam Harrison’s over-sexed 
wife, a psychiatric clinical report would, no 
doubt, have disclosed that heredity played 
an important part in her sexual actions. But 
not all of today’s wives with an abnormal sex 
activity are victims of their ancestral back- 
grounds. 

Only recently, a New York newspaper item 
disclosed that two women, one a married bride 
of six months, rented a flashy convertible for 
the sole purpose of picking up young men to 
satisfy their sex impulses. Is this a rare and 
isolated case? Indeed not! Marriage coun- 
selors, Doctors, and psychiatrists have clinical 
proof of sex perversion among seemingly re 
spectable wives. Marriage experts agree that 
if this trend in erotic sex play is to continue, 
the future will bring scores of broken mar- 
riages, and homeless children. 

It has long been known, that men were the 
chief cause of wive’s visiting their Doctors and 
ministers to seek advice about their husband's 
excess sexual habits. They had an undeniable 
right to refuse to submit to the degrading spec- 
tacle of a sex-mad husband. In time, under the 
able guidance of their family Doctor or spirit- 
ual adviser, an answer was found and their 
problem solved. But in the case of over-sexed 
wives, the problem is one of gigantic pro 
portions. 

Wives, by destiny and breeding, are the true 
heads of their family. Upon them, is lavish 
the devotion of husband and children. To deny 
that destiny and responsibility, is to venture 
away from decency and to seek the paths of 
evil. 


Wr DO THEY DO IT? Is it because of 
some dark, distant blemish or stain cal 
ried over from their ancestral past? Psychia- 
trists agree that heredity plays an importanh 











part in our lives. If this is true, then perhaps, 
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here lies the answer. In the case of the wife of 
Sam Harrison, whose mother was suspected of 
allowing strange men into her room for the 
purpose of prostitution, it is possible that her 
child became tainted by her own excesses. 
Sex, like murder, will out! 

Take the case of Mrs. Joel Wilson, a bride 
of three months. On the last day of her honey- 
moon, she became convinced that her husband 
was not satisfying her, sexually. She had be- 
come nervous, morose, and felt utterly alone, 
although her husband was constantly with her. 

Instead of considering, that perhaps, she was 
at fault—that her excessive sex demands of- 
fended the moral tastes of her husband, the 
young bride ridiculed her husband for his lack 
of manhood. 

joel Wilson tried to ignore her flippant 
taunts and gave in to her unnatural sex prac- 
tices. But it wasn’t long before he became 
thoroughly disgusted with his married life. 
He knew that he had married a woman with 
an abnormal sexual urge and he did not know 
what to do about it. Oh, he’d heard about such 
women. There are few men who haven’t. When 
he was sixteen, at the urging of his compan- 
ions, he and the others had visited a house of 
ill-fame, and he had experienced his first sex 
act. It was a long time ago, but he’d remem- 
ber that the woman had taken them all on. 

Was his wife tainted with the same evil 
influence? He refused to believe it, but in the 
days that followed, Joel Wilson brooded about 
his tragic situation. Then, another thought, 
more cruel than the first, struck against his 
heart. What if they had children? Would 
they too, be tainted? One Sunday morning, 
when his wife decided not to accompany him 
tochurch, because of a splitting headache, Joel 
decided to take the bull by the horns and seek 
advice about his troubled matrimonial life. 
There was one man who could and would help 
him—Reverend Calvin Brown, the minister of 
his church. 

That morning, after church services were 
over Joel asked permission to see the minister 
in his study. There, he unfolded a story of a 
marital problem that he could not cope with 
and pleaded with the minister for help. Joel 
Wilson would never forget the minister’s kind 
words as long as he lived. 

“My son, do not think you are the first man 
to come to me with a story such as yours. 
Many have come to me for help in overcoming 
that problem, and women too, whose husbands 
have mistreated them. The sex act is a sacred 
thing, entered into by both parties of a mar- 
riage with tolerance and understanding. To 
break that bond of mutual agreement is to play 
into the hands of the Devil himself. In your 
case, My son, you must teach your wife the 
real meaning of sexual partnership—that it is 
the greatest act of love that is possible to be 
not a one-sided affair of sexual indulgence, but 
shared by two in love. It is up to you, my son, 
to set things right in your own household.” 

When Joel Wilson left the minister’s study, 
he knew what he had to do, and knowing it, 
gave him new hope and courage. That night, 
in the privacy of their bedroom, the young 
husband, with the minister’s words still ring- 
ing in his ears, explained certain things to 
his young bride. If he expected her to rebuke 
him, and ridicule him as before, Joel Wilson 
was pleasantly surprised. His wife listened and 
then burst into tears. The fresh, young tears 
of imocence. She had been wrong, she ad- 
mitted, and had thought she was doing right, 
but her husband had made her see the moral 
wong she was doing! Today, the Wilsons are 
ahappy family of four! 

f many of today’s wives are highly over- 
sexed, their husbands are keeping it a deep 
and dark secret, and gladly give in to their 
Wives’ perverted idea of sex relationship. Are 
they doing right? 

ere are a group of facts gathered together 
at the end of a medical convention, attended 
Y eminent psychiatrists and marriage coun- 
selors recently in a mid-western university. 

€ tacts are shocking—but true! 
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The young, modern crowd—so conscious of good ap- 
pearance—knows that hot combs, marcel irons and 
unsatisfactory, 
consuming and outdated methods. No wonder they 
use modern Perma-Strate, the original and world’s 
largest selling cream hair straightener. One simple 
Perma-Strate keeps hair 
softly, smoothly straight for 3 to 6 months. There’s 
no burn, no redness, no scalp irritation, 
can easily dress your hair the way you've always 
wanted. Perma-Strate is America’s favorite because 


harsh lye straighteners are 


application of creamy 


it’s the finest for your hair! 


Be Sure to Get Genuine Perma-Strate 
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can’t supply, write Perma-Strate, 271 Vance 


Only $2 plus tax, at druggists. 


Ave., Memphis, Tenn. 
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0 written for your words without charge. 
ig Records, copies, copyright furnished. We 
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WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 
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1. Husbands between 40 and 50 desert their 
wives because of their inability to satisfy 
their wives’ sexual desires. 

2. Often these men take up with strange 
women who profess to “understand” 
them. 

3. Biggest problem is to get over-sexed 
wives to seek sexual advice. 

4. If physically inadequate, men must learn 
to achieve sex satisfaction for over-sexed 
wives without overexertion on their part. 

5. Business worries may be real reason for 
failure of the husband to satisfy his 
wife’s sex desires. 

How can this socially disgraceful problem be 
solved? Psychiatrists believe that only a frank, 
honest discussion of their problem between 
husband and wife, is the answer. Wives, es- 
pecially, must learn that there is nothing hu- 
militating to their vanity to discover that their 
husbands are not the “sex athletes” their im- 
agination pictured them. 

They must have a more tolerant view toward 
their husbands’ inability to perform sex acts 
whenever they wish it, but remember that true 
love between husband and wife is based solely 
on mutual understanding—and not on sexual 
relations alone! 

Julia Waters discovered what it meant to 
lose her husband. A month after their mar- 
riage, her husband began to feel that he was 
not satisfying her sexual demands. He was 
humiliated to learn that he, of all people, was 
not able to match the sexual pace of his bride. 
He had been a star athlete in high school and 
college. He had a score of track, baseball and 
football trophies that he was proud of, and yet, 
here he was, shocked to learn that he was in- 
adequate, sexually! 

It never dawned on him that his wife might 
be at fault. He blamed himself for his lack of 
manhood, and began to brood and worry over 
his sexual drouth. It wasn’t until he’d gone to 
the public library and read a book about sex 
education that he learned there was a good 
possibility that he had married an over-sexed 
wife. That night, after he thought he had sat- 
isfied his wife’s sexual hunger, she turned on 
him and bitterly accused him of his lack of 
sexual strength because he had been seeing 
other women. Her husband tried to explain to 
her that perhaps she was at fault, and that 


with a mutual understanding of their problem 
they could still make a go of their marriage, 

But his wife would not be pacified. 

“You're not fooling me, Paul Waters! You've 
been seeing that pretty little thing in your 
office! Don’t think you can get away with it, 
You men are all alike. The minute a wife’s 
back is turned—you’re off after someone else!” 

Try as he would, Paul could not assure her 
that she was the only woman in his life. 

“Julia, I give you my word. I’ve never 
looked at another woman since I| married you, 
Why should I? I love only you.” 

“Love! You don’t know the meaning of the 
word! You can’t even make me feel like a 
woman should after we’ve done it! I thought I 
married a real man! But now I see that | was 
wrong! There’s something wrong with you, 
Paul Waters. My advice to you is to see a 
Doctor or someone who knows about such 
things—and have it taken care of!” 

That went on for days, and weeks and 
months, until, finally, the young husband could 
stand it no longer. One night, while his wife 
was fast asleep, he packed a few things in a 
suitcase, quietly slipped out of the house, and 
was gone, forever. 

Hard to believe? It is a well known fact 
that, hundreds of times each year, police of 
almost every state, are searching for husbands 
who have deserted their wives because of their 
failure to satisfy their wives’ sexual demands! 

How to solve this perplexing problem, that 
is a thorn in the side of American marriage 
morals? Psychiatrists and marriage experts 
agree there can be only one answer—Faith, 
Understanding, and Spiritual Guidance! With- 
out these three positive helps to a lasting and 
moral marriage, the sacred bonds of matrimony 
can never be strong! THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 15) 


volumes. He called the pianist’s playing 
fantastic, noting that “no matter hoW far 
out and around his roller-coaster runs and 
rococo patterns build, that inexorably per- 
fect time is always strongly felt.” 

Presentation of Tatum in the Clqf vol- 
umes is a special project of Norman  /— 
prexy of the diskery, who personally di- 
rected recording of the sessions. Accord- 
ing to Granz, his purpose in producing 
the work was to record a “definitive Ta- 
tum” for posterity. His goal is achieved 
with some to spare, most expertsiof the 
jazz idiom will agree 

Tatum’s volumes ei Clef represent the 
major part of a heavy production by the 
company in piano recordings. In the cate- 
gory, it probably has a long lead over all 
other disc outfits for sides produced. The 
label presently has another monumental 
series of piano works on the market. It 
features Canadian star Oscar Peterson on 
keyboard, playing the best of the best 
A xerican composers (Duke Ellington, 
Cole Porter, Irving Berlin, George Gersh- 
Kern, Richard Rodgers). 
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Etiquette 
(Continued from Page 13) 


sauce served with it until you reach the 
hard. This is eaten with a knife and 
fork. Most difficult vegetable to handle 
without making a muss is the corn. Few 
restaurants or hostesses supply corn 
prongs. The best you can do is butter 
and season a couple of rows at a time to 
reduce the running of melted butter and 
to eat as quietly as possible. 

You will notice I did not list fowl as 
a finger food. Chicken, duck, goose, 
pheasant, squab are not finger foods. 
Birds should be eaten with a knife and 
fork. If you are dining informally with 
friends and your hostess says, “Let's 
eat the fried chicken picnic style or in 
the rough,” you may use your fingers. 
Lobsters and crabs are listed among fin- 
ger foods because the meat could not be 
extracted from the shells without the 
use of the fingers and often a claw 


cracker. 
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